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Vel tibi compoſits cantetur Epiſtola voce 
Lnotum hor aliis ille novavit opus. Ovid. 
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How faintly the ſucceſsful Lovers burn , 7 2 35 
And their neglected Charm! how Ladies mourn. 5 yh 
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Aſſert their unconteſted Right, and Rail. : 1 5 1 


x > DEDICATION. 
Too ſoon they liſten, and reſent too late; 
'Tis ſure they Love, when cer they ſtrive to Hate. 
Their Sex or proudly Shuns, ör poorly Craves; 
Commencing Fyrants, and concluding Shavs. 

dE ch of 
In diff ring Breaſts what difp ring Paſſions glow/!. 

7 Outs kindle quick, but Yours extinguiſh flow. E+-\ 
The Fire we boaſt, with Force uncertain burns, ; 
And breaks but out, as Appetite returns: 
But Yours, like Incenſe, mounts by ſoft degrees, 


And in a fragrant Flame conſumes to pleaſe. 


| ky zo Ser, i. in a all e can engage, Excel; 

| And Qurs i in Patience, and perſuading well. 
Impartial Nature equally decrees; BEOS 
Von have your Pride, and we our Perj juries. 
Tho' form'd to Conquer, yet too oft you F all 
we giving Nothing, « or by granting All. 


But, 


Rm — — "EAR. 
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DEDICATION, _ 
ut, Madam, long will Your unprattis ws oy 
"OR at the Tale of Lover Hopes, and F ears. 78 * 
Tho Infant Graces ſooth Lour gentle Hours, 

More ſoft thanSighs,more ſweet than n IS; 
Let raſh Admirers your keen Light ning fear; 

Tis Bright at diſtance, but deſtroys if near. 


The Time er long, if Verſe preſage, will come 
Your Charms ſhall open in full Brudenal Bloom. 
All Eyes ſhall gaze, all Hearts ſhall Homage vow, 
And not a Lover languiſh but for You. 
TheMuſe ſhall ſtring her Lyre,with Garlands ed | 


And each bright Nymph ſhall ficken at the Sound. 


c 5 
Pleas d we behold the tender Dawn of L ight; 


AZ 


$EDICATION. 

B But when with riper Red ſhe warms the Skies, 

| In circling Throngs the wing'd Muſicians riſe, 
And the gay Groves rejoyce in Symphonies. 
Each pearly Flow'r with painted Beauty ſhines; - 
And ev'ry Star its fading Fire reſigns. 
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M. DRYDEN © 
T HE Life of Ovid being already Written : 


in our Language before the Tranſlation of © 
his Metamorphoſes, Iwill not preſume ſo far 
upon my ſelf, to think I can add any thing to 
Mr. Sandys his Undertaking. The Engliſh Rea- 
der may there be ſatisfied, that he Flonriſh'd in 
the Reign of Auguſtus Cæſar, that he was Ex- 
tracted from an Ancient Family of Roman Knights; © 
that he was born to the Inheritance of a Splendid CTC 
Fortune, that he was deſign d to the Study of the Law's 
and had made conſiderable Progreſs in it, befare s 
uitted that Profeſſion, for this of Poetry, #o which 
be was more naturally form d. The Cauſe of his Ba- 
niſhment is unknown ; becauſe he was himſelf unwil- 
ling further to provoke the Emperor, by ee, eee 
any other Reaſon, than what was pretended by Au- 
guſtus, which was the Laſciviouſneſs of his Elegies, - 
and his Art of Love. Tis true they are not to be Ex- 
Be A 4 — WW". 
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The PREFACE: 70 
cus d in the ſeverity of Manners, as. being able to Core 
rupt a larger Empire, if there were any, than that of 


| Rome, yet this may be ſaid in behalf of Ovid, that 
no Man hasever treated the Paſſion of Love with ſo 


much Delicacy of Thought, and of Expreſſion, or 


ſearch d into the Nature of it morePhiloſophically than 


he. And the E mperor who condemn'd him, had as 
little reaſon as another Man to puniſh that Fault with 
ſo much Severity, if at leaſt he were the Author of a 
certain Epigram, which is aſtribd to him, relating 


to theCauſe df the firſt Civil War betwixt himſelf and 


Mark Anthony the Triumvir, which is more fulſome 
than any Paſſage I have met with in our Poet. Topaſs 
by the naked familiarity of his Expreſſionsto Horace, 
which are cited in that Author's Life, I need only 


mention one notorious Act of his, in taking Livia to 


his Bed, when ſhe was not only Married, but with 
Child by ber Husband, then living. But Deeds, it 
ſeems, may be Juſtified by Arbitrary Power, when 
Words are queſtion'd in a Poet. There is another 


' gueſs of the Grammarians, as far from Truth as the 
firſt from Reaſon; they will have him Baniſbd for 


ſome Favours, which they ſay he receiv'd from Julia 


the Daughter of Auguſtus, whom they think he Ce- 


lebrates under the Name. of Corinna in his Elegies : 


But he uo will obſerve the Verſes which are made to 


that Miſtreſs, may gather from the whole Contexture 
of them, that Corinna was not a Woman of the high- 
&ft- Quality : If Julia were then Married to Agrippa, 


why ſhould our Poet make his Petition to Iſis, for 
Her os afe hs and a FORO C ondole her Miſe 


; carriage: ; 


"OVID' EPISTLES. 


carriage; ; which for ought he hnew might be by A * be, 


Husband ? or indeed how durſt he be ſo Bold to maße 


the leaſl Diſtovery of ſuch a Crime, which was noleſs - © 


than Capital) eſpicially committed againſt a Perſon 
of Agrippa «Rank? Or if it were before her Mar- 
riage, he would farely have been more diſcreet, than 
to have publiſh d an Accident, which muſt have been 
fatal to them both. But what moſt confirms me againſt 
this Opinion is, that Ovid himſelf complains that 
the true Perſon of Corinna was found out by the 
Fame of his Verſes to her: which if it had been 
Julia, he durſt, not have own'd; and beſide, an 
immediate Puniſhment muſt have folloud. He ſeems 
himſelf more truly to have touch'd at the Cauſe f 
his Exile in thoſe obſcure Verſes, 
Cur aliquid vidi, cur noxia Lumina feci? . 
Namely, that he had either ſeen, or was conſtious 
60 ſomewhat, which had procur' d him his Diſgrace. 
But neither am] ſatisfied that this was the Inceſt of 
the Emperor with his own Daughter: For Auguſtus | 
was of a Nature too Vindicative to have contented 
himſelf with ſo ſmall a Revenge, or ſounſafe to himſelf 
as that of ſimplè Baniſhment, and would certainly have 


ſecur'd his Crimes frompublick Notice by the Death of = | 


him who was witneſs to them. Neither have Hiſtories 
given us an) Sight into ſuchan Action of this Emperor: 
nor would he (the greateſt Politician of his time) in 

all probability, have manag'd his Crimes with ſo little 
Secreſie, as not to ſpun the Obſervation of any Man. It 
ſeems more probable, that Ovid was either the Confi- 
dent of ſome other Paſſu jon, or 2 he * as” _— 


1 that — of them Communicated their Writings 


The PREFACE w 


fame Inadvertency upon the Privacies of Livia, and 
ten her in a Bath: For the Words | 
dine veſte Dianam, 
agree better with Livia who had the Fame of Chaſtity, 
: an with either of the Julia's, who were both noted 
of Incontinency. The firſt Verſes which were made 
by him in his Touth, and recited publickly, according 


to the Cuſtom, were, as he himſelf aſſures us, to Co- | 


rinna: his Baniſhment happen d not till the Age of Fif- 
ty, from which it may be deduc d, with Probability e- 
nough, that the Love of Corinna did not occaſion it: 
Nay he tells us plainly, that his O fence was that of 
Error only, not of Wickedneſs : and in the ſame Paper 
of Verſes alſo, that the Cauſe was notoriouſly known at 
Rome, thought be left ſo obſcure to after Ages: 
But to leave Conjectures on a Subject ſo incertain, 
and to Mrite ſomewhat more Authentic of this Poet: 
That he frequented the Court of Auguſtus, and was 
well recei d in it, is moſt undoubted: All his Poems 
bear the Character of a Court, and appear to be writ- 
ten as the French call it Cavalierement: add to 
hs that the Titles of many of his Elegies, and more 
his Letters in his Baniſhment, are addreſsd to 
Perſons well known to us, even at this diſtance, to 
have been conſiderable in that Court. 

Nor was his Acquaintance leſs with the famous Po- 
ets of his Age, than with the Noble Men and Ladies; 
he tells you himſelf, in a particular Account of 1 his own 

Life, that Macer, Horace, Tibullus, Propertius, and 
many others of them were his familiar Briends, and 


3 


O VID EPISTEES.. 


fo bim; but that he had only - ſten Virgi 11 > 
If the Imitationof Nature be the Buſineſs of a AY 
I know no Author who can juſtly be compar” d with ours, 
 eſpeciallyin the Deſcription of the Paſſions.” Audios 
prove this, I ſhall need no other Fudges than the © 
generality of his Readers; for all Paſſions being in- 
born with us, we are almoſt equally Fudges when we 
are concern'd in the Repreſentation of them: Now I 
will Appeal to any Man who has read this Poet, whe- 
ther he finds not the natural Emotion of the ſame Paſ- 
fron in himſelf, which the Poet deſcribes in his feign'd 
Perſons ? his T houghts,whichare the Pictures and Re- 
| ſults of thoſe Paſſions, are generally ſuch as naturally 
ariſe from thoſe . mene Motions of our Spirits. 
Tet, not to ſpeak too partially in his behalf, Iwill con- 
feſs that the Copiouſneſs of his Wit was ſuch, that he 


often writ too pointedly for his Subject, and made - 


bis Perſons ſpeakmore Eloquently than the Violence 4 4 
their Paſſion would admit : F. . he is Hee man 

_ witty out of Seaſon ; leaving the Imitation 'f Nats 8 
and the cooler Dittates of his Fudgment, for the falſe 

Applauſe of Fancy. Tet he ſeems to have found out 

this Imperfettion in his riper Age: for why elſe Ne 5 

be complain that bis Metamorphoſes was left un 
finiſb'd? Nothing ſure can be added to the Wit 17 


Fn Poem, or of the reſt : but many Things ought to A 


have beenretrench'd ; e I ſuppoſe would have been 
the Buſimeſs of his Age, if his Misfortunes had not 


come too faſt upon him. But take him wncorretied as 


heis tranſmitted to us, andit muſt be acknowledg*d in 
ſigh of his Dutch Feinde, the Commentators, ever 
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ll Ii, himſelf, that Seneca's Cenſure wil 


and good againſt him; | 
Neſcivit quod bene ceſſit relinquere. 
he never knew how togive over, uhen he had done well: 

but continually varying the ſame Senſe. an hundred 
Ways,andtaking up in another Place, ubat hehad more 
than enough inculcated before, he ſometimes cloys his 
Readers inſtead of ſatisfying them: And gives occaſion 
to his Tranſlators, who dare not cover him, to bluſh at 
the Nakeaneſs of their Father. This then is the Allay of 
Ovid's Writing, which is ſufficiently recompenc d by 
bis other Excellencies ;nay this very Fault is not with- 
out its Beauties: for the moſt ſevere Cenſcr cannot 
but bepleas'dwith the Prodigality of his Mit, though 
at the fame time he could have wiſh'd, that the Maſter 
of it had been a better Manager. Every thing which 
He apes, becomes him, and if ſometimes be appear 
too Gay, yet there is a ſecret Gracefulneſs of Touth, . 
which accompanies his Writings, though the Staid- 


ll neſs and Sobriety of Age be wanting. In the moſt ma- 


terial Part, which is the Conduct, tis certain that he 
ſeldom has miſcarried ; for if his Elegies be compar'd 
with thoſe of Tibullus and Propertius, his Contempo- 
i rartes, it will be found that thoſe Poets ſeldom de- 
Wl fign'd before they writ ; And though the Language of 
\_ Tibullu be more poliſh'd, and the Learning of Pro- 
pertius, eſpecially in his Fourth Book, more ſet 
gut to Oftentation : Tet their common Practice, was to 
look no further before them than the next Line; whence 
it will inevitably follow, that they can drive to no cer- 
tain Paint, but ramble from one Subject to 3 | 
* X ah 2 2 
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| * conclude with ſomewhat which is not of 4 ic : 
with their Beginning : 

Purpuerus late qui ſplendeat; unus & alter 
AAlſſuitur pannus: As Horace 7772 BO e 

though the Verſes are Golden, they are but patch'd i into 
the Garment. But our Poet has always the Goal in 
his Eye, which directs him in his e ; ſome Beauti- 
ful 2 En, which he firſt eſtabliſhes, and then contriues 
the Means,which willnaturallycondut? him to his End. 
This will be evident to 2 Readers in this 
Work of his Epiſtles, of wh h ſomewhat,at leaſt in 
general, will be expetted. 

The Title of them in our late E ditions is E viſlolz 
Heroidum The Letters of the Heroines.” Balk Hein- 
ſius has judg d more truly, that the Inſcription of 
our — was barely, Epiſtles; which he concludes 
from his cited Verſes, where Ovid aſſerts this Work 
as his own Invention, and not borrowd from the 
Greeks, whom (as the Maſters of their Learning,) 
the Romans uſually did imitate. But it appears — 5 
from their Writers, that any of the Grecians ever 
touch'd upon this way, which our Poet therefore  Tuſtly 
has vindicated to himſelf. 1 quarrel not at the Ward 


Heroidum, e, tis us d & Ovid in bis Art 2 5 


Love : 5 


- Jupiter ad veteres cer a Herojdas —— . 


But ſure he coud not be guilty of ſuch an Overhght, 
20 2 Work by the Name leon 5 
are divers Men or Heroes, as namely Paris, Lean- 
der, and Acontius, join d in it. Except Sabinus, 

who writ ſome Anſwers to Ovid's Letters. 3 
n ß... 
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we PREFACE w | 
(Quam celer E toto rediit meus orbe Sa- 


binus,) 

' Tremember not any of the Romans who have treated | 
on this Subject, ſave only Propertius, and that but 
once, in his Epiſtle of Arethuſa to Lycotas, which , 


ir written fo near the Style of Ovid, that it ſtems 
70 be but an Imitation, and therefore ought not to de- 
Fa! our Poet of the Glory of his Invention. 

Concerning this Mort of the Epiſtles, 1 ſhall con- 
rent my ſelf robferve theſe few Particulars. 25 b 
rhat they are generally granted to be the moſt | 

Piece of Ovid and that the Style of then ts To 7 
5H PſſonateandCourtly ; two Properties well agree- 
mg with the Perſons which were Heroines, and Lo- 

vers. Zet where the Characters were lower, as in 

OEnone, and. Hero, he has kept cloſe to Nature, 
in drawing his Images after 'a Country Life, though 
perhaps he has Romantz'd his Grecian Dames too 
much, and made them ſpeak ſometimes as if they 
had been born in the City of Rome, and under the 

Empire of Auguſtus. There ſeems to be no great 

ne 4 ariety in the particular Subjects which he has choſen; 
Mot of the Epiſtles bein NG from Ladies who 

Deere forſaken by their Lovers: Which is the Rea- 
ſon that many of the ſame Thoughts come back upon 
us in divers Letters: But of the general Character 
- of Women which is Modeſty, he has taken a moſt be- 

3 Comme care; for his amorous Expreſſions go no fur- 
"ther thanVirtue may allbus, and therefore may be read, 
as he intended them, by Matrons without a Bluf. 

Thus much concerning the Poet : Whom you find 
| | tranſlated 


| "TY 18 rn 1 8 as | TY e n 


a _ „ 


tranſlated by divers Hands, that you may at leaſt 
have that variety in the Engliſh; which the Subject | 
denied to the Author of the Latin. It remains that 
I ſhould ſay ſomewhat of Poetical Tranſlations in 
general, and give my Opinion (with Submiſſion to 
better Judgments) which way of Verſion ſeems to me 
* EL RE OE. 
Al Tranſlation I ſuppoſe may be reduced to theſe. 
| ele Flags > oo 
Firſt, that of Metaphraſe, or turning an Author © 

Word by Word, and Line by Line, from one Lan- 
guage into another. Thus, or near this manner, was 
Horace his Art of Poetry tranſlated by Ben. John- 
ſon. The ſecond Way is that of Paraphraſe, or 
Tranſlation with Latitude, where the Author is kept 
in view by the Tranſlator, ſo as never to be loſt, but © 
his Words arenot ſoftritty follow'das his Senſe, and © | 
that too is admitted to be amplified, but not alter d. 
Such is Mr. Waller's Tranſlation of Virgil's Fourth 
Æneid. The third Way is that of Imitation, where _ - 
the Tranſlator (if now he has not loſt that Name) 
aſſumes the liberty not only to vary from the Words and 
Senſe, but to forſake them both as he ſees occaſion : and 
taking only ſome general Hints from the Original, 

to run Diviſion on the Ground-work, as he pleaſes. - 
Such is Mr. Cowley's Practice in turning twoOdes 

of Pindar, and one of Horace into Engliſh 

| Concerning the firſt of theſe Methods, our Maſter 2 
Horace has given us this Caution, e 
Nec verbum verbo curabis reddere, fidus 
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Nor Word for Word too NE tranſlate. As the | 4 
Earl o Roſcommon has excellently render d it. Tos 
faithfully is indeed pedantically : Tis a Faith lite that 
which proceeds from Superſtition, Blind and Zealous: ks 
Take it in the Expreſſion of Sir John Denham, zo | 

Nir Rich. F anſhaw, on his Verſi on of rhe e | 
Fido. 


That ſervile Path thou nobly dot, decline, II 
Of traeing Word by Word, and Line by Line: T 
A new and nobler Way thou doſt purſuſe, 7 
Jo make Tranſlations, and Tranſlators too: 
They but preſerve the Aſhes; thou the F "ol =—_ ” 


True to his Senſe, but truer to his Fame. 0 
Tic almoſt impoſi ble. to Tranſlate verbally, and | ;r 
_ at the ſame time; For the Latin, (a moſt Severe m 

eats, — Language) often expreſſes that in || 1 
one — which either the Babarity, or the Narrow- Þ Q 
neſs of Modern Tongues cannot ſupply in more. Tis | ; 
Frequent alſo that the Conceit is couch'd in ſome Ex- 8. 
preſſu ion, which will be loft in Engliſh. 9 
Atque idem Venti vela fidemque n 7 
What Poet of our Nation is ſo happy as toexpreſs this 
Thought Literally inEngliſh, and to Nite Wi, 7c or al- 
moſt Senſe out ofit? li 

In ſport, the Verbal Copier is — ith /o ÞÞ mn 
man py Difficulties at once, that he can never difmtang le 175 
5 himſelf from all. He is to conſider at the ſame time || T 
the Thought of his Author and his Wards,andto find . 

aut the Counterpart to each in another Language: And 7 

beſides this he is to confine himſelf to the Compaſs of || t1 

"Numbers, and the Slavery of Rhime. Tis much like ¶ p. 

| | dancing 
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CV“ Legs: 4 Man mayhun. 
a fall by uſing Caution, but the gratefulneſs of Moti- 


on is not to be expected: And whenwe have ſuid the 


% of it, *tis but a fooliſh Tust; for no ſober Man. 
i would put himſelf into a Danger for the Applauſeof. 
ſcaping without breaking his Neck. We fee Ben. 


Johnſon could not avoid Obſturity in his literal Tran- 
fation of Horace, attempted in the ſame compaſs of. 
Lines: nay Horace himſelf could ſcarce have. done it 
{6.5 Greet Foto BC GAN 
hBlrevis eſſe laboro, obſcurus fio. 
either Perſpicuity or Gracefulneſs will frequently be 
wanting. Horace has indeed avoided both theſe Rocks. 


in his Tranſlation of the three firſt. Lines of Ho- 


mer's Odyſſes, which he has Contracted into boo. 


Dic mihi Muſa Virum captæ poſt tempora Troje:: 4 


Qui mores hominum multorum vidit & urbes. 
Muſe, ſpeak the Man,who ſince the Siege of aha Earle 
So many Towns, ſuch Change of Manners ſaw. J Roſe. 
But then the Sufferings of Ulyſſes, which are a con- 
ſiderable part of that Sentence, areomitted, ©, _ 

LO pare noe whey oo 
| The Conſideration of theſe Difficulties, in a ſervile, 
literal Tranſlation, not long ſince made twovf our Fa- 


mous Wits, Sir John Denham, and Mr... Cowley, 5 


to contrive another way of turning Authors into aun 
Tongue, calÞd by the latter of them, Imitation. As 
they were Friends, 1 ſuppoſe theyCommunicated their 
Thoughts on this Subject toeach other, and therefore 
their Reaſons for it are little different : though the 
practice of one is much more Moderate. I tate Imi 


5 5 5 tation © 


= of a later Poet to write like one wha has written be. 


Frnition reaches. For in the Pindarick Odes, the 


* that wepleaſe, which is the wayavow'dby him, ought 


tation of an Author, in their ſenſd, to be an Endeguoyr 


Ui I 


fore him on the ſame Sul ject: that is, not te tranſlate 
his Wards, or to be confin'd to his Senſe, but only to ſet 
him as a Pattern, and to write, as he ſuppoſes that 
Aut bor would have done, had he liv'd in our Age, 
and in our Country. Tet Idare not ſay that either of 
them have carried this libertine way of rendring Au- 
' thors (as Mr. Cowley calls it) ſo far as my De. 


Cuſtoms and Ceremonies of Ancient Greece are ſtill 
preſery'd: but I know not what Miſchief may ariſe 
hereafter from the Example of ſuch an Innovation, 
when Writers of unequal Parts to him, ſhall imitate 
ſo bold an Undertaking. To add and to diminiſh 


only to be granted to My. Cowley, and that too only 
in his Tranſlation of ,Pindar, becauſe he alone was 
able to make him amenas, by giving him better of his 
own, whenever he refus'd his Author's Thoughts. Pin- 
dar ig generally known to be a dark Writer, to want 
Connexion, (J mean as to our underſtanding) to 
dar out of Sight, and leave his Reader at 4 Gaze : 
Sp wild and ungovernable a Port cannot be tranſlated 
Gterally, his Genius is too ſtrong to bear a Chain, and 
| Sampſon lite he ſhakes it off : A Genius“ ſo elevated 
and unconfin'd as Mr. Cowley's, was but neceſſary 
to make Pindar ſpeak Englifh, and that was. to be 
farm by no other way than Imitation. But if 
Virgil, or Ovid, vr any regular intelligible Authors fl 
be thus as d, tis no longer to be call d their re . 
3 E EE when | 
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when: neither the The 


the firſt De c: 5 
when that perhaps takes Place: Jet he ubs is inq ui. 
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houghts nor Wards are drawn 


from the Original: but inſtead of them there is ſome. _ 
thing new. produc d, which is almeſt the Creation of 


another Hand. By this way tis true, ſomewhat that is 
Excellent 47" 5 in uentea, por hape moreExcel{ent than 
* 


», though: Virgil muſt be fill exceprad, 


tive to know an Author s Thoughts, will be diſappointed e 
in his ExpetFation. And tis nat always that a Mn 
Will be contented to haue a Preſent made him, whenhe 
expect the Payment of a Debt. Toſtate it fairly, Imi- 
tation of an Author is the moſt aduantagious way | 
for aTranſlator toſpew himſelf, but the greateſt Wrong” | 
which can be done to the Memory and Reputation. of , | 
the dead. Sir John Denham (who advis'd more | 
Liberty than he took himſelf,) giues this Reaſonfor © 
his Innovation, in his admirable Preface before che | 
Tranſſution of the Second Xneid.. Poetry is of ſo 


ſubtile a Spirit, that in pouring out of one Lan- 


guage into another, it will all Evaporate; and ifa 
new Spirit be not added in the Transfuſion, there 
will remain nothing but a. Caput Mortuu mn. 
confeſs this Argument holds good againſt 4 literal 
Verſion are in my Opinion the twa Extreams, which 
ought to be avoided: and therefore when I bavepro= + 
pos d the Mean betwixt them,” it will be ſeen , 
far his Argument will aach. 


1 . 3 


 NeManis capable oftrauſſariug Poerrx, uibo beſdes 
4 Genius to that Art, is not a Maſter bat haf his dus. 
thor's Languages. and of bis vum Nor maſt we wu 


I 


AePREFACE! 50 — 


And the Language only of the Poet, but his pare 
cular turn of Thoughts, and Encpreſſion, Which are. 
the Characters that diſtinguiſh, and as it were indiui 
Aduate him from allother Writers. When we are come 
thus far, lis time to look into our ſelves, to conform 
our Genius to his, togive his Thought either the ſame' 
turn, if our Tongue will bear it, or if not to vary but 
the Dreſs, not to alter or deſtroy the Subſtance. The 
lite Care muſt be taken of the more outward Orna- 
ments, the Words ; when they appear (which is but 
ſeldom) literally grace ful, it were an Inj ury to the Au- 
thor that they ſhould be chang d: But ſmceevery Lan- 
guage is ſo full of its own Proprieties, that what is 
© Rrauriful in one, is often Barbarous, nay ſometimes 
 Nonſence in another, it would be unreaſonable to limit 
a Tranſlator to the narrow Compaſs of his Author's 
Words: tis enough if be chuſe ou oe Expreſſion 
which does not vitiate the 3 ſuppoſe he may 
fe his Chain to ſuch a Latitude, but by innovati- 

au of Thoughts, methinks he breaks it. By this Means 
the Spirit of an Author may by transfus'd,and yet not 
loſt : and thus tis plam, that the Reaſon-alledged by Sir 
John Denham, has no father force than to Expreſſi- 
on: For Thought, if it be tranſlated truly, cures 
lu in another Language, but the Words that conveyit 
Tuo bur Apprehenſion (which are the Image and Orna- 
ment of that Thought) may be ſo ill choſen 4t to 
make it appear in an unhandſome Dreſs, and rob it of 
its native Luſtre. There is therefore a Liberty tobe 
allow'd for the Expreſſion, neither is it neceſſary that 


Hated and Lines A be confin'd to the _— of 
their 
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OVID'" EPISTL ES. 


their Original. The Senſe of an Author, generally 
ſpeaking, is to be Sacred and Inviolable. If the Fan- 
cy of Ovid be luxuriant, tis his Character to be ſo, 
and iF I retrench it, he is no longer Ovid. It will 
be reply d that he receives Advantage by this lopping of 
his ſuperfluons Branches, but Irejoin that a Tranſlator 
has no ſuch Right: When a Painter Copies from the 
Life, I ſuppoſe he has no privilege to alter Features, 
and Lineaments, under pretence that his Pitture will 
look better ; perhaps the Face which he has drawn 
would be more Exact, if the Eyes, or Noſe were al. 
ter d, but tis his Buſineſs to make it reſemble the O. 
riginal, In two Caſes only there may a ſeeming di. 
culty ariſe, that is, if the Thought be notoriou(ly tri | 
vial or diſhoneſt : But the ſame Anſwer will ſerve bo 
or both, that then they ought not to be Tranſlated. + 1 
Th: | N Et qua - | 


o 
1 
* ; n " 
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Deſperes tractata niteſcere poſſe, relinqus. 
Thus I have ventur d to give my Opinion on this 1. 
ub ject againſt the Authority of tuo great Men, but! 
hope without Offence to either of their Memories, for 
I both low'd them living, and reverence them now 
they are dead. But if after what I have urg d, it be 
thought by better Fudges, that the praiſe of a Tran- 
ation conſiſts in adding new Beauties to the piece, 
thereby to recompence the loſs which it ſuſtains by 
change of Language, 1 ſhall be willing to be taught 
better, and to recant. In the mean time it ſeems to 
ne, that the true reaſon why we have ſo few Verſi- 
ons which are tolerable, is not from the too cloſe pur- 
ſuing of the Author's $ m_ but becauſe there * ſo 
hs; te EW 


Tranſlation ;. and that there ir ſo 
ſmall Encouragement for ſo conf 
wy, gee 3 
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(who was gone zo Si cily). 
ſolu'd, in Deſpair, to 3 ber: fel 
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8 ob EPISTLES. 
"a from, Thought to Thought I fit doe 
Al Day, and my once dear Companions lun. 


p 


In vain the Lesbian Maids claim each a part, 
| Where thou alone haſt ta ne up all the Heart. 


9 f 4 


8 


* 5 = 


Ah lovely Youth! how cat ſt thou cruel. prove, 
When blooming Years and Beauty bid thee love? 2 
If none but equal Charms thy Heart can bind, 
Then to thy ſelf alone thou muſt be kind. 


„ „„ „ 


EY © yu — hk — — =» 


Yet worthleſs as I am, there was a time | 
When Phaon thought me worthy his Eſteem. 


IF A Thouſand tender things to Mind! 4 
doe ly who truly love remember all. 
25 Delighted with the Muſick of my Tongue, 

Upon my Words with ſlent Joy he hung, 

Aid ſnatching Kiſſes, ſtoppd 1 me als, 
Eiſſes, whoſe melting touch, his Soul did mode, 
| 3 | The Earneſt of the coming Joys of; Lone: vid nl 
2 „ Then tender Words, ſhort Sighs, and thouſand Charms 
| Or wanton Arts endeard me to * , 


ry 


r HR ARE ETC. 


8 A p Hf O A » H. A 0 N. [i 3 0 — Fe 4 
T ill both expiring with tumultuous Joys, 7 * * 7 | Y 
A gentle Faintneſs did our Limbs ſurprize. b eie 7 5 
Beware, Sicilian Ladies, ahl beware 
How you receive my faithleſs Wanderer. 110 Fe 
| You too will be abus d, if you believe eg 0 aA 8 
The flat ring Words thaf he ſo well can give.” v4 . 
Looſe to the Wikis I let = n _w 1 


But all my Dreſs discover wild Dehpai 5 nt 14 
For whom, alas! ſhould now my Art dee 
The only Man'F'card to pleaſe: Is! gene-. ES: 2 


= boh let me once more ſee thoſe. Eyes of thitic, 521 cr — 7 
ry Love Lask not, do but ſuffer mine- 


” WThou might | at leaſt have ta ne thy laſt Parcel 


ö And feignd a Sorrow which thou didſt not feel. » OF 15 cn 
No kind romembring Pledge was ask d wo e | 

Wand nothing left but Injuries with me. + / 

8 | 


Witneſs, ye Gods; with what a Det dt Cid og ©. 
My Heart was ſeiz'd; when'firſt thy Flight was 11 NEE 
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1 . OVID!EPISTRES. 
Speechleſs and ſtupid for a while I lay, - 
And neither Words nor Tears could find their Way. 
But when my fwelling Paſſion forc da vent, ö 
With Hair diſhevel'd, Clothes i in pieces rent; 
Like ſome ſad Mother through the Streets I run, 
I . 5 Who to his Grave attends her only Son. 
5 Expcs d to all the World my ſelf I ſee, 


Forgetting Virtue, Fame, and all but thee; 
80 ill, alas! do Love and Shame agree! 


Iis thou alone that art my conſtant Care, 
In pleaſing Dreams thou comfort ſt my Deſpair; 
And małeſt the Night, that does thy Form convey, 


welcome to me above the faireſt Day. 
Then ſpight of Abſence, I thy Love i injoyz 7 


In cloſe Imbraces lock d methinks welye; 
Thy tender Words I hear, thy Kiſſes feel, 


V | With all the Joys chat Shame forbids to tell. 


But when Iwaking miſs thee from my Bed, 
* pleaſing Nah feds 


| 


285 2 H O 10 5 PHAON: | "IF "I 
The iow deluding Viſion to retain, ' Sie con 
1 me don, and try to 3 lah A 
Soon as I riſe; I haunt the Caves and Cement 34 
(Thoſe conſcious Scenes of our once happy Low) 
There like ſome frantick Bacchanal I Wale, 
And to my ſelf with ſad Diſtradtion talk. * | 
Then big with Grief I throw me on the d 
And view the melancholy Grotto round, WEE ne "yg 
Whoſe hanging Roof of Moſs and craggy: s 
Delights my Eyes aboye the brighteſt Throne; 
But when I ſpy the Bank, whoſe gtaſſie Bed 1 
Retains the Print our weary Bodies n 15 - 1 ] | 
On thy forſaken ſide I lay me duni. 1 | - a; "I ; 
And with. A; ſhow'r of Tears the Place laben . 
The Trees are wither d all ſince thou art gone, 
As if for thee they, put their Mourning on. 
No warbling Bird does now with Muſick fill, * 
The W oods, except the mournful Philomel. 
Wick hers my diſmal Notes all Night agree, 
Of Tereus ſhe . and I of thee. 1 * 5 4 


WW" 4 


ID „EIS TE ES. 

Un Wk Youth! didft thou but ſee me mourn, 

| Hard as thou art, thou wou dt, thou wou dſt return. 
My conſtant falling Tears the Paper ſtain,  . © 
And my weak Hand can ſcarce direct my pen. 

Oh could thy Eyes but reach my dreadful FR 
As now I ſtand prepar d for ſudden F ate, 

| Thou cou'dſt not ſee this naked Breaſt of mine 
: | Daſht againſt Rocks, rather than j join d to thine. 
Peace, Saphe, peace! thou ſend'ſt thy fruitleſs Cries 
To one more hard than Rocks, more deaf than Seas. 
The flying Winds bear thy Complaints away, 
But none will ever back his Sails convey. 

£8 No longer then thy hopeleſs Love 5 
Burt let yy Life here with * Letter end, 
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The ARGUMENT. 


Macareus rg Canace, Son and Daughter to Kale Gd of hy 
the Winds, loud each other. Inceſtnouſty; Canace' was dev af 


26 


liver d of 4 Son, and committed him to her Nurſe, Fo be ſe- £ 
cretly convey d aw ＋ Te Infant crying out, by that mem ts 
was diſcover d to Eolus, who, 2 2 at the Michędueſi of Lo 
his Children, commanded the Babe to be eros d to Wild Bea 9 oy 7 


on the Mountains: And, withal, ſent a Sword to Canace, 
with this Meſſage, That her Crimes would inftrutt' her how 
to wſe it, With this Sword ſve flew her ſelf : But befory -- 
ſhe dy'd, ſbe aurit the following Letter to her Brother Ne. 
- reus, who 4 taken 9 jo the Teeny 15 Apollo... „3 


F Rrreaming Blood my fatal Letter lain 185 0 IP. 
Imagine, cer you read, the Writer flaing 4 | 


+ 


3 


One Hand the Sword, and one the Pen ales 70 : 4 


: 
the * 


And in my Lap the ready Paper hes. 2-4 [686 vil 1 
Think in this poſture thou behold ſt me write: 10 3:7 


Ia this my cruel Father wou d delight. 
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OVID" EPISTLES. 
0 n he preſent, that his Eyes and Hands 
Might ſee and urge the Death which he commands; 1 
Than all the raging W inds.more dreadful, he 
Unmov d, mn a Tear, my Wounds wou'd fe 
Jeu juſtly plac' d him on a ſtormy Throne, 

His Peoples Temper i is ſo like his own. 

The North and South, and cach contending Blaſt 
Are underneath his wide Dominion caſt: 

- Thoſe he can rule; but his Tempeſtuous Mind » 
. like his airy Kingdom, unconfin'd: 

Ahl what avail my kindred Gods above, 

That in cheir number l can reckon Fave! 
What help will all my Heav 'oly F riends "EY 
When to my Breaſt I lift the pointed Sword = 

"That Hour which, join'd us came | before its mas F 
in Death we had been one without a Crime: 

Why did thy Flames beyond a Brother's move? 
why lovd 1 thee With more than Sifter's 8 Love? 
wee lovd tooy and knowing not my Wound, 
A ſecret Pleaſure i in thy Kiſſes found: ery 


CAN Ack #: M A CAREUS. 

My Checks' no longer did their Colour boaſt. 
My Food grew loathſome, and my Strength Loſt © 
Still cer I ſpoke; a-Sigh wou'd ſtop my Tongue; 

Short were my Slumbers, and my Nights were . 
I knew not from my Love theſe Griefs did grow,” | 
Vet was, alas, the ming 1 did not know. e 
My wily Nurſe by long Experience found, "th E 
And firſt diſcover to my Soul irs Wound. 
Tis Love, ſaid ſhe and chen my — 8 
And guilty Dumbneſs, witneſad my tes, 1 
Forc at the laſt, my ſbameful Pain I telle: 4 


> 


- 


And, oh, what follow'd! wre both know too wel 
„When half denying, more than half content, 


Embraces warm'd me to a full Conſent: | 155 . 
Then with tumultuous Joys my Heart alben 
„And Guilethatmade thr us made them great! 4 


But now my {ſwelling 1 
And tiling Weight my finking Limbs oppreſt. * 
What Herbs, what Plants, did not my ene f 4 | L 
| To make Abortion by thiie pow'eful Jaiged' D a 
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What Medicines tiy d we not, to thee unknown? 
. | Our "firſt Crime common; this was mine alone. 
1 : But the ſtrong Child, ſecure i in his'dark _ 
With Nature's Vigour did our Arts repeu. 
And now the pale-fac'd Empreſs of the Night, 
: | Nine times had fill'd her Orb with borrow'd ** = 
Not knowing 'twas my Labour, 1 complain 

Of ſudden Shootings, and of grinding Pain: 

My Throes came chicker; and my Cries encreaſt, 
Which with her Hand the conſcious Nurſe re. 


5 To that unhappy Fortune was come, 
Pain urg d my Clamours; 5 but Fear kept me e Dumb. 
| With jmrard Struggling Iaeſtrgin d my Cries, © 
And drunk the Tears that trickled from my 55 ; 
Death was 1n fight, Lucina gave no Aid; 
And even my Dying had my Guilt abend d. 

Thou cam ſt; and in thy Count nance fate Deſpair: - 
Rent were thy Garments all, and torn thy Hair: 
Let, feigning Comfort which thou could ſt not give, 
þ ; res in thy * and whiſh e live: e 
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0 AN AUE to NA CA REUS 
For both our fakts, (caidſt thou) pteſerve! thy mY A 
Live, my dear. Siſter, and my dearer Wife: 5 
Rais d by that Name, with my laſt Pangs, I krone: 1 
Such Pow'r have Words, whenſpoke by thoſe vce 5 ; 1 
The Babe, as if he heard whatithou:hadfi e! A 5 1 


with haſty. Joy ſprung forward to be hen · 1 


What helps it to have weather d rene gern N 5 l 9 
Fear of our Father de does abother ſorins- 2500 WA i 9 
High in his alli rack d in, N 5 1 þ ; 
The King wich tis rempeſtuous Couneil ſate ; | 
Through this large Room our only Paſſage dia 
By awtich! we cou d the new-born Babe convef. 2 5 1 
Swath'd in her Lap, the bold Nurſe bore been, | 
With Olive Bra uches cover d round about; Kr ' Ly: 


11 11 
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And, mutt "ring Pray rs, as Holy Rites ſhe meat,” * Y J 3 
Through the divided Croud unqueſtiond went. Un. ; 1 
Juſt at the Door th unhappy Infant cryd: | _ - 4 


% 


The Grandfire4 heard him, and the Theft he . 1 


Swift 28 Whirlwind to che Nurſe he flies, O 43 
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And de his tam Subjeds with his Cries.” $7 5 : 
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He ruſh'd upon me, and divulg d my Stains 
Scarce from my Murther dou'& his Hands refrai 
- Tonly anſwer d- him with filent Tears 


With one-fierce Puff he blows the Leaves: away: 
Expos d, the ſelf. diſcover d Infant lay. 

The Noiſe reach d me, and my preſaging Mind 
Too ſoon its own approaching Woes divin d. 
Not Ships : at Sea with Winds are RIS 
Nor Seas themſelves, when angry Tempeſts roar, 
Than I. when my loud Father's Voice I hear: 
The Bed beneath me trembled with my Fear. 


7 flow'd; my* Tongue Was — F Fe ears, 
His little Grand-child he commande away, 4 
To Mountain Wolves and ev ry Bird of Prey. 
The Babe ery d out, as if he underſtood, 
And begg'd his Pardon with what/Voice he cou d. 
By what Expreſſions can my Grief be ſhown? 
(Yet you may gueſs my Anguiſh by your ay 
To ſee my Bowels, and what yet was worſe, 
Your Bowels too, endend to fork a Curſe! 


Qut went the King; my Voice its eee fr 
y Breaſts I beat, my blubber d Checks I wound: 
\nd now appear d the Meſſenger of Death 

gad were his Looks, and ſcarce he drew had = 
o ſay, 7 our Father ſends. You - — 8 
Hlis trembling Hands preſented me a Sword) 

Jour Father ſends you this; and letr — f 
That your oum Crimes the uſ# of it with ſhow: + 
oo well know the Senſe Moſe Words impartz- 
His Preſent wall be treaſur d in my Heart. 3A 

re theſe the Nuptial Gifts a Bride ais ol 15) 


And take thy Torch from this deteſted Place: 


\nd fire my. Pile with their-Infernal Hands by 


na by the dire Example of the deal.» LEY 
or thee, poor Babe, what Crime cou d they pets * 
oy cou'd * nnn ng als 
Out 7 


 CANACE z6 MACAREVUS. 1 


\nd this the fatal Dow 4 a Father gives? en _ | 5 A : 
Thou God of Marriage ſhun thy own Difgrac mY 1 


nſtead of that; let Furies light their Bag git . 1 


ith happier Fortune may my Sister wed: ber de 4 £ 8 a : 
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F : And pnce more join us in the pious Urn. 
. IF on my wounded Breaſt thou dropit a Tear, 


14 
Thou ſuffer ſt for a Sin that was not thine: gt 


 Shewn to my fight, and born to be deſtroy d! 
- Unhappy Off. ſpring of my teeming Womb Wi : 


Thy un-offending Life I could not ſave, 
. Nor weeping .could I follow to thy Gravel 


Not ſhew the Grief which tender Mothers ben 


For ſoon I will overtake thy Infant Ghoſt: 


= Shes ies AGO CUR GA ue es 4 Cette ——U— — 


0 VID: EIS TI E S. 
A Guilt there was; but Oh that Guilt wd mine! 


Thy Mother's Grief and Crime! but juſt enjoy W 
Drag d headlong from thy Cradle to thy 8885 


Nor on thy Tomb coull offer my ſhorn un; 
Yet long thou ſhalt not from my Arms be loſt, 
But thou, my Love, and now my Loves ** 


Perform his Fun rals with paternal Care. 
His ſcatter d Limbs with my dead Body burn; 3 


Thick for whoſe ſake my Breaſt that Wound didbear; 


And Gjthfully my laſt Deſires e Y 
As I perform my cruel Father's Win. 1 
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Den ho was Sang Theſcus and Phædra, 
in returning 9 the Trojan War into his own 
Country, was by a Tenipeſt driven upon the Coaſts 
of Thrace z where Phillis, who was then Queen 0; 0; 
Thrace, entertain'd and Marry d him. nber 
he had flayed, with her ſome Time. he heard that 
| Meneſtheus was dead, (who after he had Conquer. 
. ed Theſeus, had uſurped ire Government of may" 
and under pretence of ſettling his own Affairs, he 
went to Athens, and Promiſed the Qucen that he 
would come back again in a Month. When he had 
been gone four Months, and that ſbe had heard u no... 
Neuss of bins Joe writes him this Letter.” 3 


*,. 


yo ve gone beyond your Time, and ougketo ge I 


So kind a (Wife as Phillis leave to griev "i 
You promis d n me you would no longer ſtay, - * . 5 T | 


Than rill the en Moon ſhould light your Wa. - 3 E: 
| 8 ; 5 Thrice by; 


EY 


16 | OVID's BPESTLES: ._ 
Thrice did it ſince its borrow d Light renew, 
And thrice has Chang'd, but not ſo much as you, 
Did you the Days, and Hours, and Minutes tell, 
As Phillis does, and they that love ſo well. 
You'd ſay twere time to weep; your Sorrows too 
would juſtifie thoſe Tears the ſheds for ou. 
Still did I hope, and thought you'd ftill be here; 
We hardly can believe thoſe Things we fear; 
Now tis too plain, and, ſpight of Love and 70u, 
I mwſt both fear it, and believe it too TP 
 Howoftdid] deceive my felt, andfovare 
I faw your Ship juſt making to the Shore? ve 
Then cad thoſe Friends I thought had cd our 
Would you were half ſo Innocent as they. 92 
Sometimes I fear d, by foaming Billows mY 
Lou might be Shipwrack dwhilft yaw ſought the ou 
And griey'drhave injur d whom! W ſo true. 
1 begg d that Pardon Id refus d to you. - 
Then, cruel Man! did] the Gods 8 
role ho lie. though ler dnn you mor: 
„ When 


PHILLIS fo DEMOPHOON, * 
When 16 favourable Gale eſpy'd,. | 
He comes, if he's alive, he comes, "OR 

And thus my Love ſtill ſought ſome new Pretence, 
And I grew Eloquent in your Defence. 

et thou avoid ſt me ſtill, nor do L ſee 

Thoſe Promiſes thou mad 'ſt to Heav n and me. 
But thy falſe Vows, alas! were all but Wind, | 
Thy Vows and Wiſhes niade the Gale more kind: © 
*They fill d your Sails, andiybu were forc d away, 
„By the ſame Wiſhes, which F 

What have I done; but lov'd to an Exceſs? 
You'd not been Guilty had I ld you lefs. | 1 
My only Crime is, Loving you GOA 42" Þ 
But ſure ſome Merit in that Crime does well. 
Where's now your Faith? And where's the Love yo 
Wherearethe Gods by — 
Where's Hymnen too, who join'd our render * 
He bid me love, and baniſh'd all my Fears. 
You ſwore by ti ſwelling Billows of the Main,” 
6 you ery and yet woull Truſt g, 
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Rather than ſtay with me, though much more kind 
And conſtant too, chan are the Seas or Wind. 14 


The Heav'nly Author of your Royal Blood; . 


And by great Juno, whoſe reſiſtleſs Art 


Juſt to revenge his injur d ſelf and me, 
Such num rous Miſchiefs on thy Head would fall, 


| Repaird your Ships to turry you away. Mi 
| What Haſte you wanted, my cursd Chandy 5 


BY And em by che Wound ar Hants hv mate 
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You ſwore by the Great Ruler of the F lood, 


(If cer a God had any thing to do 

In one ſo falſe and ſo unkind as you.) 

You ſwore by Venus, and the fatal Steel 

Of thoſe proud Darts, which too too. much 1 4 


Gave thee my Hand, when I had givin 4 


Thou ſwor ſt ſo much, that if each God 1 be 


Thou dſt not have room enough to bear them all. 
Diſtracted I, as if Id fear d your Stay, 


Oars to your Sails, and Current to 1 Tide. 
T hus was I falfly by my {elf betray d, 


| oli believ d thoſe Oaths you ſwore, 


Upon a treacherous, deluding Tongue? 
IIſaw your Tears, and I belie vd them all 


What needed all that num rous Perjury? 
One was enough to her that loyd like me. 
Im not aſham'd I did your Ships receive, 
And your own: Wants did carefully ales, 
Thoſe Debts I ow'd you on a nobler Score; 
But then, tis true, I ſhould have done no more: - 
All I repent; is that I baſely ſtrove; ' 2 60 
＋ increaſe your Welcome bj y a Nuptial Love.” 
hat Night that uſher di in th unhappy chow 
Which didme to your guilty Love OPS 

I wiſh that fatal Night had been my. laſt; 

Then I had dd. due then Lad been Caſt. 


| it a Crime to wiſh what is our Due? | 
Es. 


The Race you boaſted, and the Gol your hong: 
Who could have Thought ſuch gentle Words e er hung 


PHILLIS to DEMOPHOON. 


264 


l hop'd you were, cauſe I deſerv'd you, Trae: F 


* 
* 
19 
* 


Can they lie too, and are they taught to fall? | 
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26 OVID EPISTLES. 
_ Tis ſure no mighty Glory to deceive - 

A tender Maid, ſo willing to believe. 

My Weakneſs does but heighten your 'Offencs, 
You kindly ſhould have fpar'd my Innocence. 
You've gain d a Maid that low d you, and wn be 
Your greateſt Prize, and only Victory. 8 
May your proud Statue, rais'd by this Succeſs, 
Shame your great Father,cauſe his Crimes were leſs 
And when late Story ſhall of Tyrents tell, 
And who by Syron, and  Procruſtes fell; 


The Centaurt Flight, the Thehans Overthrow, 
Who 'twas durft force the diſmal Shades below; 
Then for your Hondiy ſhall at laft be faid, © 

Here's He, who by = wretched Wile betray'd 
A Loving, Innocent, Beheving Maid. 
Of all thoſe Ake, we in your Father knew, | 
His Treachery alone remains in you. 1 
What only can excuſe the I/ts you de, 
| You both Inberif and Admire it too. 


= & ; W 
of 


| 


YH E w DEKOPHOON. 5 A 1. 


He Hiadue dil betray, but ſne 
Enjoys a Hu H¹t‚ mightier far ini He. 
But the ſebru c Thracians my Embraces bun, ; 
"Cauſe I from them into thy Arms did run. | 
Let her, they cry, lata Give be gm, 
We'll find a Monarch to ſupply the Throne. 
Thus all we do depends on an ill Farc, 

Which 4 for ever on th unhappy walt; 

But may that Fate all his wt” 
Who judges others Attions by the End. 

For ſhould'ſt thon ever bleſs theſe seen, 


Then would they iy, What could ur eter dh, 
Both for her ſelf, and for her Kingdon too? 
But I have err d, and chou rt for erer fed, 

Forget it my Enpire, and forger ſt my Bed. 
Methinks I ſee thee till, Demophoon, 
Thy Sails aft Hoiſted, ready to be gone. 


When bolchy thou did l my foft Limbs cpbrace, | 


Ani with longK ifles dwelt ſt upon my Face; 
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Drown'd in my Tears, and in your om you ir, 3 5 
And curs d the Winds that haſten d you a π- ’.ó. 


Then parting cry d (methinks 1 hear t thee * 
Phillis Til come, you may be ſure I will, 


WES 2 


$ Can] expedt that drk er es this Sor, 
F Who left ſt it that thou neer ts a 


And yet I beg you d come too, that t you may 

Be only Guilty in too long a Stay. vg | 
What do I ask? Thou, by new Charms poſſeſsd, 
Forget ſt my Kindneſs on another Breaſt; 8 
And, better to compleat the Treachery, . N 
Swear ſtall thoſe Oaths, which thou haſt broke to me. 
And haſt (falſe Man) perhaps forgat my Name, 
And ask ſt too, who Jam, and whence I came?- 
But that thou better may'ſt remember me, 

EK now, thou ungrateful Man, that I am ſhe, 
Who, when thou'dſt wander'd all the Ocean ore, 


Harbour d thy Ships, and welcom d thee to Shores r 


Thy Coffers ſtill repleniſh d from my own, 
And to that keight a Prodigal was grown, 
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"PHIL 118 DEN OPHOON. 
[ gave thee all thou ack dt, and-gave ſo faſt. gh 
I gave yt ſelf into thy Power at laſtz - Im Arlt 1 1 
I gave my Scepter and my. Croum to Ty hoe, H 
A Weight too heavy to be born by me. | 55 2 [ 
Where Hæmus does his ſhady. Head diſplay, | 
And gentle Heber cuts his Sacred Way, | 

80 great 8 the Empire, and ſo wide the Land, 

Scarce to be govern' d by a Woman s Hand, 

She whom Fate would not ſuffer to be chat. 

Whoſe Nuptials with A EF un'ral Pomp was grac „ 
Shrill Cries diſturb'd, us midſt our ſwifteſt Jos 
And our drawn Curtains trembled with the, Wat 
Then cloſe to thee I clung, all drown' din Tears, 
And ſought my Shelter, where Td found my F. ears. 
And now while others drown their Care in auer. 
I run to th barren Shore, and Rocks to weep, 


And view with . longing Eyes the ſpacious Deg 
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"Ms OVID BErorE " 
And when +-ar, 4 coming Sail I vier, 


| Thank my Stars, and I conclude tis you; 


Then with fange haſte I run my Love to meet; 
Nor can the flowing Waters ſtop my Feet. 
When near, I grow 2 more fearful than before, 
* A ſudden Trembling feizes me all ore | ? 
3 And leaves my Body breathleſs on the Shore. 
Hard by, where two huge Mountains guard the Way, 
There lies a fearfiil, ſolitary Bays 4 5 
Oft Ive reſolv d, while on this Place Ive flood, 
To throw my ſelf into the raging Flood, 
Wild with Deſpair, and I will do it till, 


* Since you continue thus to uſe me Ill 


: And when the kinder Waves ſhall waft me o'r, 
: May'ft Thou behold my Body on the Shore 
Unburied lye; and though thy Cruelty 
Harder than Stone, or than thy ſelf ſhould be, 
| Yet ſhalt thou cry; aid with che Show, | 
; Phils 1 was wot to be fallew'd fo. * 
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PHILLIS: fo  DEMOPHOON. 5 


Raging with Poiſons would 1 oft expire, 3 
And quench my own by a much happier Fir ire. : 
Then to revenge the Laſs of ll my Reſt, - W 
Would ſtab thy Image i in my tortur'd Brealt, - 

Or by a Knet (more welcome far to me 


Than that, falſe Man, which I have 7d with thee,) 
Strangle that Neck, where thoſe falſe Arms of thine 
With treach'rous Kindneſs us d ſooft to tines A. 
And as becomes a poor Unhappy Wife, 
Repair my ruin'd Honour with my- Lie. 
. 
Tis eaſie then to chuſe the Way to de. 

Then on my Tomb ſhall che proud Casſe — 
And thy fad Crime ſtill live, when I am dead, | 
Poor Phillis #yd, by hins ſhe leu . 

The rrueft Mifireſs, by the fals Ge. 
He was the cruel Canfe of all her Wor, | | ll 
But her own Had peer the fatal Blow. _ 
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The ARGUMENT. 


"0 King of Argos, had by ſeveral Wives 9 
Fiſty Daughters, bis Brother E ptus as many S 
: Sons. Danaus, refuſing to Marry his Dau 8 3 
to his Brother's Sons, was at laſt compelled by an I. 
Arm. In Revenge, he Commands his ee | 
each to Murther her Husband on the Wedding 
Night: All obey'd but Hypermneſtra, who aſſiſted 

| her Husband Linus to eſcape; for which being 


afterwards Impriſoned and put in Irons, my” 
Writes 1 e 


Of Fifty, late, whoſe Love betray dtheir Line 
Wein le that ſuffers in her Lord's Defence; 
Unhappy Wife, whoſe Crime's her Innocence! | 
8 ſaving him I love, Im Guilty calld; e 
1 5 Had been truly ſo, I'd been extoll d. 
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HYPBRMINE AA # LINUS, | 17 
Let me be Guilty fill, Hinc'this Bp ay oi 


ls Guilt, I glory cus do diſo [i me >>» Y% 09) bo y " 5 8 2 


Torments nor Death eee, 3 ot 

Though againſt me they: uſe that Taffr trument | 
From which 1 fad a Husband's deter Lak 2 „nh 
And witli one Sword kill Linus i in his ing Lach 
Yet will Theer repent her being true, d 
Or bluſh t have lovds T hat let my Siſters do: 
Such Shame; and fach Repentance i is their d 
Im ſeiz d wih Tres while 1 but telt, gs) 26 Þ 
And ſhun Remembrance of à Crime ane! 1 
The frightfal Memory of that dize Nit. 


Enervates ſo my Hand 1 ſcarce can write. 6 
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Howeer Tl ty. With Ceremony gr w 


ben th Seo Nh, nd Ris of Dy, | KK kat 


The wicked Siſters were in 
And I among em, to tlie Nu 
You Marriage Lights, ws Furyral Lins — 
Ang — Omen meet us Ken m, 
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Þ . 'ewas mare than Thought! L. '\rerrify'd, 


23  OVID's EPISTLHES: | 
 Hymen they call: Hymen neglects their Gries: III 


Nay Juno too from her own Argos flies. In 
Now come the Bridegrooms, high with Wine a Ir 
Something with us, more low d than Wine, behind. Bu 
Full of impatient Love, careleſs and braxe, M. 


They ſeize the Bed, not ſeeing there a Grave. 4 
What follow'd, Shame forbids me to _ D 
Rut who ſo Ignorant as not to gueſa. 303 
Rom hr nd Sl they Sep coi, 
A Sleep as ſlill as Death; ah, too like il . 
Tas then, methought, heard their — 05 W 


Lay trembling, cold, and without Pow' rte mo 'T 
Ja har dear Bod, which you had made me love. | 
MR While you in the ſoft Bonds of Sleep lay foſt, | 
mY Charm d wich the Joys of Love, then newly put: 
q Fearing to diſobey, Irie at laſt WOE (0 | 
Witneſs, ſweet Heav'ns, how ee, 
| ut , Dee e 
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HYPERNMNESTRA: te \ LINUS. | ” 
Thrice o er your Breaſt, which did fo ly % 
In ſuch an Ecitafie of Love to mine, babe. 
M1 rais'd the pointed eee eee | 
But ahl th Attempt ſtrook nearer my on Heart, 
My Soul divided thus, theſe Words, among 
duet Seis al ſly from wy he 
Poſt thou not heed a Father's awful Will: 
Dol thou not ke hi Pow'n? On then, and b 


How can I kill, when I conſider whod:i 
Can I think Death? 2gainſt a Lover too- 
— Had and nnded: 
Tye, thou an nom by Love to Shane betray'd: 
Thy.Sifter-Brides by this have all obe d- * _ 
'With e Shame hei r "26 their au * * 
„ No, Illes Qrikes 1 ol — 
5 Linus ſhall live, anda Ea 3 
What has he done, or L what F eater Ill ꝰ?ꝰ je” 4 


Far him to die, ag Þs conch arouſe to kill? 


S "Is 10 v1 b. 2 Fi FEES. YH 
_ Mere he s gullty as my Father WO. u! 


2 Preſent him, why muſt I be taint with Blood pn 

*Ponyards and Swords ill with my Sex agree: 

Soft Lobls, and Sighs of Love, our Wap be 
As I lamentedithus, the Tears apace 

Dropt from my pity ing Eyes, on thy 10 d Face. 


Threw careleſly your dear Arm oer my Breaſt, 
There thinking to repeat Joys lately lnown, 
Your Hand upon my Sword was almoſt donn. 
was tine to call, vo longer I forbefe, * 


Dreading che Day's Approach, my Father more. 
Wake, Linas, wake, Lory dg O dn wake, - WE 


| Or ſleep for 6hex Wire Thr Al take 
Start up; ak twenty Queſtions in ne bre 
Ro To all I anſwer thus - Delay is De 


* 


Fly while tis dark; and e e 
While it Was dark you made a happy Flight: 20. 


I. ſtay d to meet the Terrors of the Light: -  # 


With 


Whik yon, with kind and am rous Dreams poſſelt, 
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HYPERMNE: R to) LINUS. = — 
With Day my Father comes, the Dead to views) 1 
And finds the diſmal Sum one ſhort, 58 N 
Enrag'd to ſee his Treachery betray'd, 
By his Command, Tm thus i in Fetters laid. 
Is this Reward due to my Love from F ate? 
Ah, wretched Flame! Paſſon unfortunate! / 
Since Io ſuffer d under: unos Rage, 
Nothing that Rivall d Goddeſs can age. 
Th'unhappy Miſtreſs of the mighty Joue, 
Chang d to a Cow, a Form unapt for Lobe, 
Views i in her Father's Streams her Has Arr, 
Sees her own Horns, and Frighted, farts away. 
When ſhe'd complain, ſhe lows; and equal bn 
From her new ſelf ſurpriſe her Eyes: and Ears. 
In vain to loſe the frightful Shape: W 
For L follows-flill where Is lies. 
Io vain ſhe wanders over Lands and S e: l 3 
Can ſhe find ure whoſe ſelf is the Diſeaſe? Welt 
Sadly ſevere the Change. in her-appear'd,. ml 
Whoſe crap Jet has lov'd,' and Juno fear d. ; 
„ i ben 1 


"LEES 


OVID" EIS TI ES. 
| 5 and the Springs her Food and Drink ſupply : ; 
Her only Lodging's the unſheltring Sky. | 
8 What need I urge Antiquity ? my Fate 
2 1 a freſh Inſtance of the Goddefs Hate. 
A double ſtock of Tears by me are ſpile, 
Both for my Brother's Death, and Siſter's Guilt. 


| Yet, as if that Were ſmall, theſe Chains arrive, 


"Cauſe I, alone, am guiltleſs, you alive. 

But, my dear Lord, if any Thought you have, 
0¹ of the Love, or of the Life I gave: 
If any Memory with you does laſt, 

Or of the Pleaſures, or the Dangers paſt, 
Now, Linus, now ſome Help to her afford, 
Who wants the ey ſhe gave her Lord. 
If Life forſake me cer I you can ſee, 

And Death, before 1 my Linus, ſet me tree, 
Vet my unhappy Earth from hence remove, 
And give thoſe Obſequies are due to Love. 
When I'm 1 interr dl know ſome Tears will fall: 
"Then let this little Epitaph be all. 
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Here I muſt reſt my Hand, tho much remains, 


Hiere lies a Love compleat, tho! hapleſs Wi 
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The ARGUMENT. 


Son Androgeos,) fo ſend yearly ſeven Toung Men, 
and ſas many Virgins, to be devour d by the Mi- 
M iſe Paſiphae, while he was engaged in that 
Var. The Ghance at laſt fell upon Theſeus 70 be 
* - . ſent among thoſe Tonths; who-by-the- 
on of Ariadne, eſcaped out of the Labyrinth, 
SR after he had kill d the Minotaure, and, together 
| _ ith her, fled to the Iſle of Naxos. But, being 
$M "WE Commndes by Bacchus, he forſook her, while joe: 
Xx When Jhe awaked, and found her felf Ker 
Feds Joe. rites this Letter. N 


(Ha ſavage Beaſts morCſerce, nie to tobe fear 
Expos by Thee, by Them I'yes am pard! 
- Theſe Lines from that unhappy Shore I write, 
| Where you forſook me in e Flight, 
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Minus, Ki ing of Crete, by 4 ſharp War compel 
the Athenians, (who had treacherouſly (lam his 


notaure; 4 Monſter begotten by a Bull upon his: 
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ARIADNE“ 70 „ THESEUS. * "a 
And the moſt tender Lover did betray, nk *- 1 5 5 
While lock d in Sleep, and in your Arms ſhe . 7 
When Morning Dew on all the Fields aid A Ss 
And Birds with early Songs for Day did call; 95 1 : 
Then I, half fleeping, ſtretch'd metow ET Plas, 4 


And ſought to preſs you with a new. Imbrace: : 
Oft ſought to preſs you cloſe, but ſtill in vain; 
My folding Arms came empty back again. 
Startled, I roſe, and found that you were gone, 
Then on my widow d Bed fell raging down: x 
Beat the fond Breaſt, where, ſpight of me, you dwell, 
And tore that Hair, which you once lik'd 0 well. 
By the Moon's Light I the wide Shore did view. 

But all was Deſart, and no Sicht of ou e 0 9 
Then every Way with Loves made Haſte 1 wa St x] 5 8 


But u fi wich my Defires comply” 


kefuling eo obey: fuch wild Commands,” 2c: 29MM 
To all the Shore of Theſeus Lgomplain, 

The Hills and Rocks ſend back that Name again: KT 
WT 3; Oft 


3 
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Oft they repeat aloud the mournful Noiſe, ; 12 5 | 7 
And kindly aid a hoarſe and dying Voice. Wl 
Tho! faint, yet {till ; impatient, next I try oy 1 
To climb A rough ſteep Mountain which was nigh: 
Oo furious Love unuſual Strength ſupply d * þ 
From thence, caſting my Eyes on every fide, I 
ar off the flying Veſſel I eſpy'd. 23 ( 
In your {well'd Sails the wanton Winds did gays. 8 


08 hey court you ſince they ſee you falſe as they 
I faw, or fancy d that I faw you chere, W 


Aud my chill veins froze up with cold Deſpair: > 


I 
y 
Thus did [ languiſh, till returning Rage 1 
| In new Extreams did my fir'd es” 
Deus, Icy perfidious Theſeus ey! 1 
Gut! you are deaf, deaf as the Winds, or Sah mc 
Stay your falſe Flight and let your Veſſel bear 8 
Hence the whole Number which ſhe landed TE f 
In loud and doleful Shricks I tell eine 1 
OR freſh. Fury wound tia: . „ 07 


* 


- ARIAD 


- 


5 


e All my —_ O! gat xc . 


That you a ſee her cls Th 
But when out of my ſight the Veſſel ee 
And the Horizon ſhut me from rom the view; b 
From my ſad Eyes, what F loods.of Tears did fully,” 1. 


* 4 
£ 


(Till then Ra e would not let me weep! mat 
Still let them weep, for loſing ſight of vou, 
Tis the whole Buſineſs which the ; ought to 


% 


Like Bacchus raving Prieſts ſometimes I go: 


* 


With ſuch wild Haſte, with Hair d 


0 VID EN I s 51 E 8. 
5 him here, here loſt him while I 4 
How well, ale Bed, you havo my Lover kept! 
Alone and helpleſs i in this deſart Place, 

The ſteps of Man, or Beaſt I cannot dme, 
On ev ry ſide the foaming Billows beat, 
But no kind Ship does offer a Retreat. MY I 
And ſhould-the Gods ſendme ſome lucky Sail, | 
Calm Seas, good Pilots, and a proſp rous Gale; 
Yet then my Native Soil I durſt not mh 2 
But a ſad Exile muſt for ever be. ä an 6: 7 8 
From all Crete s hundred Divi Lancet 
From that tam d Iſle where Infant Joue was m Ir 
| Crete I betray'd for you; and, what's more dear, 4 
| Betray'd my Fe * that : Crown does wear, 1 
When to your Hands ke fatal Clew-1 gave,: C 
| Which through the winding: Lab'rinth led you of, B 
* 
C 


, 
hs 


Then how: you lov? d, how eagerly imbracdl 
How off von fore, by all your Dangers Wy > 
- Thatwith 1. dur eee, od 
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Before my Eyes a 
T ive, yet ſuffer 
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| 3 Would Athene never had my Brother ae, 


Fi 


3 And, (Which my Indigriation more would more), 
2 Unworthy her whom Theſeug once did love. 

If tow'rds the Sea I look, or tow'rds the Land; 
Objects of Horror ill before me tand. 

r due I bool tow rds Heav'n, or hope to find 

1 d from thoſe Gods who chang'd my Theſeus's Mind. 

IF Beaſſs alone within this Iſland ſta) , ö 

1 | Behold me left to them a helpleſs Prey! : 

If Men dwell here they tuuſt be Savage t, 

| This Soy . this Hayen made gentle Theſeus ſo. x 


9-9. ot ooo.” ot. 


| Nor for his paid ſo many Lives? again. 

IJ Would thy ſtrong Arm had never piv n the Wound, 
= Which ſuuck the doubtful Monſter to the Ground, 
= Nor I had giv'n. the guiding: Thread to Thee, 
Which, to my own. Deſtruction, ſet T hee free... 

Let the unknowing World thy Conqueſt praiſe; - 
I It does not Ariadne s Wonder raiſe; | He 
* So hard at rt, unarm'd,, might laren 
The Strength and Sharpneſs 0 of the Monſter's "oY 


"A 


— 
- 


L _ * 
7 , 
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If Flint or Steel could be ſecure of Wound)” 2 
No room for Fear could 1 in. that Breaſt arne K 


Curſt be the Sleep whlch ſeal4theſe e fo faſt ! 


Curt, that begun, it did not ever Laſt! wy AT. 7 


For ever curſt be that officious Wind, 1 hat 


Which furd thy Sails, and 1 in my nib: We 


Curſt Hand, which me, and which my Brother kid! 
(With what Misfortunes our ſad Houſe t has fill d ) 
And curſt the Ton gue, which with ſoft Word W ** 


* 


And empty Vows, a poor believing Maid. wit. 


Sleep and the W. M againſt me had combiitd. 
In vain, if perjur'd Ti heſeus had not e al r 
Poor Ariadne, thou muſtiperiſh here,” 


Thus Theſons all thy Kindneſs 


dominant. ett i 


\ 


Breathe out thy Soul 1 in ra 

Nor ſce-thy pitying Mother ſted one Tear: 930 

Want a kind Hand which thy fix d Byes may dat. x. 

And thy tif Limbs may decently compaſe. 168.1 1 
Thy C i) the Birds muſt de a Frey. 0 An yr . | 
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* And, (which m Indignation more would more). 1 
Unworthy her whom Theſeug once did love. | N 
If tow rds the Sea I look, or tow'rds the Lan 0 
Obied of Horror ſtill before me ſtand. 4 0 

5 Nor dare I look tow rds Heav'n, or a 1 
Add from thoſe Gods who changd my Theſeus's Mind. \ 
T Bealfs alone within this Iland ſto , | 
| Behold me leſt to them a helpleſs Prey! 
If Men dwell here they muſt be Savage too, 
This Soyl, this Hayen made gentle Theſeus ſo. f 

' Would 4#bens.never had wy Brother din. 5 
Nor for his paid ſo many Lives? again, l 


| Would thy ſtrong Arm had never piv n the Wound, 
* Which ſtruck the doubtful Monſter to the Ground, ] 
. a Nor I had giv” n the guiding Thread to Thee, 1 
Which, to my own Deſtruction, len es Remi I 1 
Let the unknowing World thy Conqueſt pads. | | 
A It does not Ariadne's Wonder raiſe ; | car ada ire 
Bos hard a Heart, unarm'd, might ſaſely corn | * 

; The n and Sharpneſs of of the Monſter's * 


* 


- 


* ARIADNE . „ T HESEUS. wy 


IfFlint or Steel could be fecure of Wound 1 

No room for Fear could i in that Breaſt dou p = 1 
Curſt be the Sleep which ſeal theſe ie ſo faſt ! 
Curſt, that begun, it did not ever alt! „ e of P - 

For ever curſt be that officious Wind, | * Ma ti a1 

Which filld thy. Sails, and 1 in my Ruin bind 

Curſt Hand, which me, and which my Brother: Kilrdl 
(With what Misfortunes our fad Houſe'thas fill d1)2 © | | 
And curſtthe Tongue; which with ſoft Word dn 5 


And empty Vows, a poor believing Maid! . = 
Steep and the * againſt me had oombitd "i 
ln vain, if perjurd Theſeur had not e Rib 4 mo = 
Poor Ariadue, thou muſtiperiſh here 7 {| 
Breathe out thy Soul in firfage and liated- . 8 
Nor ſee thy pitying, Mother ſhed one Ter: 219 8 5 
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Want a kind Hand which thy fix d Eyes may dae. F 
And thy ſtiff Limbs may decently compaſe. 51 
Thy Carcaſs to the Bieds muſt be a Prey. Fl 8 
Thus Theſes all thy Kindneſs doeirgayl- % bak. 
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| Hot min beat bee, 5 50 
The Beaſt and Man, how with oe Stroke you flew. 


how taught by me, 
- You (ay from all tl thoſe perplex'd Mazes free. 


Tell, in return, i gen rous Things youve done: : 
Such Gratitude will all your Triumphs crown! 
be md from Rocks, and not of Human Race! 
Thy Cruelty ddes thy great Line dilgace. 

Let coulaſt thou ſce, as barb rous E thou 4051 


Theſe diſmal Looks, ſure they would touch thy Hear 


You cannot ſee; yet think you ſaw me oy. 


wy 


2 to ſorhe Rock, as if there did | grow, | 
Aud trembling at the Waves which roll below. 


Look on my torn and my dilorder d Hairs, 


N Lock on my Robe wet through with ſhow ner Tears 


Wich the cold Bus ay een fakes, | 


„ 


| ARIADNE" THESEUs. 


] do not urge my hated 


neither ſav d your L 4 
* L 
We. 
See theſe few * | 6 by Gti if and] 
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Some Pity let theſe flou owing Tears eb. 
Turn back, and, if Im (dit when you 
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The ARGUMENT: - 1 


Houſe when he went to Troy) contracted to O- 


PX of, had. betroth*d her to Pyrrhus, the Son of 
Achilles, who returning from the Trojan Wars, 
ſtole her away. N hereupon As writes to Oreſtes 


11 „ 5 | 

Is, dear Orefter, "ENS with 5 to you 
Ms From her that was your Wife and Coſin too; 
| | 5 Now Coſin ſtil, but oh! that dearer Name . 
. Of Wife, another now does falſly claim. 
What Woman can, I have already done, 

+ Yet I'm ind by my dchillers ogy 


8 the Daughter of Menelaus a Helena, 
was by Tyndarus her Grandfather (to whom © 
Menelaus had committed the Government of his | 


.  reſtes. Her Father Menelaus, not knowing there- 
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"HERMIONE „ ORE STES. 4s; 
With much of Pain, and all the Art I: knew, 

[ ſtrove to ſhun him, yet all-wou'd not do- 0 6 pA 
Stand off, ſaid L. foul Raviſher take WY 
My injur d Husband Tee Revenge this b, 


Yet he more deaf than angry Tempeſisarey * 
To his loath d Chamber drag d me by the 8 1 a 


Had Troy ſtill ſtood, had eviry Grecian Dame 1 
Become a Prey to th haughty, Victor $ * | 
What coud I more have ſuffer d than Ido? 


F. ar more than poor Andromache eer knew 
But oh, my Dear if, as I have for the, 


Thou haſt a tender Care, or Thought for me, 4 
Come bravely ba obb'd Tygers bel WN 1 7 | i 
Snatch me half Murther'd from the wee by | * i . 4 
Can you purſue each petty Robber's Life;; - mh RR \ pp 


HE} 
And yet thus tamely loſe z raviſh d Wife. 4.1 11 b 


Think how my F. ather Menclaut rag d ey 1 


For his loſt- Queen, think what a wie roi 4 
When pow ful Greece! was in his Caſe Ingag'd. 25 
Fort) phat 3 18. f iſtg'] ei a, his 
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46 OVID EPTS'T LE Kr 
5 bed and nothing yl 
As oneę ſhe was, ſhe d ſtill been Parir Rik 


. Prepare no Fleet, you will no Forces na 
By you, and only you, I wout be freed. | 


Not but wrong d Marriage is a Cauſe alone 
| Sufficient for thi zaping World to o.] n. 
WS Sprung from the Royal Pelopean Line, 
You are no leſs by Blood than Marriage nie. 
' - Theſe doubles Ties a double Love perſuade, 
: | And each ſufficient to deſerve your Aid. 
Ito your Arms was by ny Guardian giv'n, 
The only 8 
| by But that 2 (O my unhappy rue) 
N Father gave m. 
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me to the Man Lhate. 10 
ut . 
But this laſt Ad had all thoſs/Vows e 
eee net, _ 
: How can tie then my Paſſion diſapprove? | No 
Since Love himſelf has felt, hv ent Yet 
ö Allow this Paſſion in kis Daughter juſt. ne 
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| HERMIONE | 0 „ORES TES. = 


My Fate reſembles my wrong'd F ather' - Caſe,” 3 
And Pyrrhus is that Thief that Paris was 
Let my proud Gaoler the brave Deeds run ore, 2 
Count all the Laurels his great Parents wore, 5 


What cer his cou d, yours greater did, and more. 
Let him claim Kindred with ſome God above, - 
You are deſcended from' the Mighty Joe. 
Brave as you are, I wiſh twere underſtood | 
By ſomething elſe, than by Agiſthus Blood: 3. 
Yet you are Innocent, Fate drew' the Sword, 
And a religious Duty gave the Word. Bo BE 
With this the Tyrant does my Lord gg b,, . 
And what's ſtill worſe, dares do it to my F. ace: 
Whilf burſt with Envy, I ata fore d to be 
Rackt; and tormented with his Blaſpbemy. 
Shall my Oreſtes be abus d, and 1 
As one that's unconcern'd fit-careleſs 3 
No, though diſabled, and of Arms bereft, 1. 
Let as a Woman I have one way left, 

4 hey © $1 
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9 OVID" EPISTLES. | 
Tere [ can ſhed, ſuch as will yield Relief [248 [1 2 
To my fick Mind, choak d with exceſs of Gtiefʒ | 
For when the big-charg' d Storm hath loft ; its Pow, 


It ſighs 3 it {elf into a filent Show r. 
This I can do, whilſt by each other preſt, ] 
The dewy Pearls run trickling o'er my Breaft. 


But how ſhou'd I this fatal Woe eſcape? _ 
All our whole Race was ſubject to a Rape: 
I need not tell, how in ſoft Feathers dreſt, 5 
The wanton God his ſofter Nymph poſſeſt; 
| = How through the Deep in unknown Ships convey'd 
= Hippodame was from her Friends betray'd; 
How the fair T "yndaris by Force deta in d, 


By th Amyclæan Brethren was fegain d. 
How afterwards by all the Grecian Pow'r 
| She was brou ght back from the Idæan Shore. 
= ſcarce remember that ſad Day, and yet, 
5 Young as I was, I do remember i it. 
Her Brothers were her Siſter to remove 
Her F ears, call d on the Gods, and her own Jove. 
wg Moth 


HERMIONE „ ORESTES. 42 


Mother, ſaid I, in a weak mournful Tone, 

Will you be gone, and leave me here alone P. 
When you are gone why ſhowd 1 ſtay — 

All this J ſ poke, but ſpoke it to the Wind. 
Now like the reſt of my curſt Pedigree, 
By this loath'd Wretch I am detain'd from Thee. 
The brave Achilles wou'd have blam'd his Son, 
Nor, had he lid, would this have cer been done. 


He ne er had thought it lawful ta divide 
Thoſe two, whom Marriage had ſo firmly ty'd. | 
What ist, ye Gods, that thus provokes your Hate, 


Or what curs d Star rules my unhappy F ate? 
Why am I plagu 4 by your injurious Pow'r, 92 
Robb d of my Parents in a tender Hour? 

He to the War, ſhe with her Lover fled, | 
Though living both, yet both to me were dead. 
No babling Words half fram d upon thy Tongue 
Lulld me to ſoft Repoſe when /I was young. 
Your tender Neck was ne er imbrac d 1 1 me, 
„Nor ſat I ever ſmliing on your Knee; 

E 2 


$0 OvIDY EPISTLES.” / 
You never- tended me, nor was I led - 

By thee (dear Mother) to my Marriage-bed. 

At your Return, I ſaw, but knew you not; 

So ſure my Mother's Face Thad forgot. 

I gaz d, and gaz d, but knew no Feature there, 
Yet thought twas you, cauſe ſo Divinely Fa. air. 
Such was our 1 gnorance, even you, alas! 


Askd your own Daughter, where your Daughter was 


| Thou, my Oreſtes, were my ſole Delight, 


; Let thee too I muſt loſe, unleſs you figh t. 


Pyrrhus witholds me from thy Arms, thats all i 

; Hermione has gain d by Liums Fall. 5 
don as the early Harbinger of Day. 
Gilds the glad Orb with his reſplendent Ray i 
My Grief's made gentler by th approaching Light, 
And ſome Pain ſeems to vaniſh with the Night; 
But when a Darkneſs o'er the Earth is read, 

And I return all penlive to my Bed, 


I Tears from my Eyes, as Streams from Fountains flow, 


I fun this Husband, as I'd ſhun a Foe. 
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HERMIONE #6ORESTES. 32 
Oft grown unmindful through diftradtive Cares,” 


I've ſtretch d my Arms, and touch d him unay/'aes 0 
Strait then check the wandring Senſe, and ff 75 5 
To the Bed s utmoſt Limits, yet 1 ye 

Reſtleſs even chere, and think Im ſtill too Ok 19 
Oft! for Pyrrhus have Oreftes faid, 19/26 3 „ 
But bleſt the Error which 1 my Tongue had made. 4 
Now by that Royal God, whoſe Frown can me i Ry | ; 
The Vaſſal Globe of his Creation ſhake, Cl 
Th Almighty Sire of our unhappy Race, 4 
And by the Sacred Urn that does blinds A 
Thy Father's Duſt, whoſe once loud Blood ag 18 
Thou in Repoſe haſt laid his ſleeping Choſt; 3 

Ell either live my dear Oreftes's Wife, „ 

Or to untimely Fate reſign my Life; ow 5 7 ks 1 
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. _ this Letter from Leander, frau ght 
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| LEANDER to \ HERO 


ed Mr. TA TE. 


The ARGUMENT. 


Leander accuſtomed nightly to ſwim over the Helleſpont to vi- 
ſt Hero (Prieſteſs of Venus Temple) being at laſt hinder'd 
by Storms from his wonted Courſe, ſe enas ber 6 following E pfl. 


(broug ht, 

With Service,- which he rather would * 
Read with a Smile, —and yet, if thou wouldſt, crown 
My wiſer Wiſhes, read, them with a Frown. 


That Anger from thy Kindneſs will proceed, 
| Cauſe of Leander thou canſt only read. 
| Tube Seas rage high, and ſcarce could we propuil 


With the moſt daring Marazer to ſail. 
Embark d at laſt, and ſculking i in the Hold, 


My Stealth i is to my jealous Parents told, 


As much too tim'rous they, as I too bold. 
4 writ, fince Writing Was au fot: Rel ief, 


And 0 er the dewy Sheets thus breath d my Grief. 
| N ; by Bleſt 
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ILE ANDER to „ HERO. 
Bleſt Sal go, my tend reſt Thoughts convey, 


To her warm Lip thy Signets ſhe will * 3 

And with! a Kiſs diffolve thy Seals away. 

ber n tedious Nights guiltleſs of Sleep Toe lad 
Sigh dwith the Winds, and murmur d with the F lood; 
Then climbing th utmoſt Clifts her Coaſt to view, 
My Tears, like Glaſſes, th Object nearer drew: - 

By th achtest Winds and Waves detaind on ſhore, 

My Thoughts run all our former Pleaſures 0 . | 


And in ſoft Scenes of Fancy re-injoy | 43 5 535 
The Bliſs that did our Infant Loyes — 2. 
1 was Night (a Curſe on the Impert' nent Lan e 
That pry'd and mar d tie Pleaſures of that Night) * 2 
When firſt 1 ſwarm the Ford; chile Cynthia's Beams ; 1 | 
Lock d pale, and trembled for me in the Straus 3 
My drooping Arms, i in hopes they ſhall at length 605 73 
Imbrace; thy Neck, feel freſh Supplies of 8 eth W. 3 
The wond ring Waves to their new. Fury ye, 50 7 : 55 | a | 
Not Tritons Argos: the ra _ e K 4 
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$4 COVID' EPISTEES. 


Soon oh the Temples Spire your Torch! ſpy d, 

Fixt like a Star my wat ry Courſe | to guide; 

Which Planet like, ſhoots Vigour through my Veins; 

The Warmth of my Immortal Love ſuſtains, 

| 10 the cold Flood, Life s periſhing Remains. 
But now the gentleſt Star that bleſt my Way, 

"Your bright ſelf on the Turret J ſurvey. 

Then with redoubled Strokes the Waves: divide 

And by my Hero am at laſt deſcry d: 


Scarce could your careful Confident reſtrain, 


| = But: you would plunge, and meet me in the Main; : 
* | And made ſo far your kind Endeavours good, 


That Ankle-deep on the Ford's Brink you ſtood; 
And ſeem'd the new risn Venus of the Flood. 


a The Shore now gain d, to your dear Arms Eier, 


All. dropping as I was with briny Dew ; 

py Nor prov'd for that a more unwelcom Gueſt; a 

Your warm Lip to my b bloodleſs Cheek you wm 
| Norte ay Locks diflilling on younBeaſ. 


* © 1 
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I EAN DER 70 „HERO. 


Your haſty Robes are o er my Shoulders N "MN 
To ſhroud my ſhiv ring Limbs,you fripe yu own: of 
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Forgetting how your too officious Gre, "0 5 

Left thee (my tend'reſt Part) expos'd to-; a eee 

The Night and we are conſcious to the teſt, | 

Delights that ought not, cannot be expreſt. 

We knew ſhort Space wis to our Pleaſures ſet, 

And therefore lov'd not at the common rate. 
hut th utmoſt Fury of our Flames imploy'd, «4 | 5 
The Minutes flew leſs faſt than we injoy d. ae | 
With ſuch diſpatch that Night's dear J oys we wrought, 

To recollect would make an Age of Thought. 

At length the fickning Stars began t' expire, 5 5 1 : 

And 1 with them am ſummon'd to retir . 

Confus'dly then we our Love-Task e 8 a 1 

Ten thouſand Kiſſes in à Minute ſnatch r. 

Your Woman chid hat Ho long delay, | 

You preſt me cloſe, then ask d me why I £ 


My Stay you" firſt reprovid, and thin my Haſte," 1-226 
Nor 6 dF arewel, il ou —_— peut 
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: But when reviſiting your Sh. 


* Love is our Life, and one Love be nn. 

; Ks But ah! what Mis ries on that Lore attend, 

| Whoſe Joys on hum rous cas and Winds NY 

| Thy their Quanel loſe, forcd io del 

W) tender Viſit; till they end the mae i 
lp che Doſpbine gr, 


„ OVAD! EPISTLES. 


8 Day broke ger we our Am rous ſtrife could "OY 
| Then fighing I to the cold Beach deſcend. 
3 ruſt me, the Seas from your dear Coaſts ſeem ſtcep, 


And all the way methinks amt the . 
Deſcending ſtill, and rather fall hi Grim, 


5 I loath my Native Soil, and only prize 8 

That Region where my Love 's.dear Treaſ ure les. 
| Why is not Seftos to Alydus join'd? - £4 fei 
Since we united are in Heart and Mind. ani 


he ſame our Hopes, our Fears, and our Deſires, 


* 


When firſt I eroſt the Gulph, 
The Sea Nymphs fled, the Tritons ee 


But now no more I ſeem a Prodigy, _ ph V 
But peſs for an Inhabitaneo'ch' be. 
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{ L E A N DE R MH PRO. N 305 — 
And noe my Paſſage 1 is by Storms withſtood, /; 


Win nightly miſs by th Brothers of the Fl * EI 


Oft have 1 curſt the tedious Way, bur oh! 25 8 1 
wiſh i in vain that tedious. paſſage x now. ay Fug — 4 5 
Yield me again, kind F loods, my tireſoms Way, 

＋ was never half ſo tireſome as my Stay. wm . 
Muſt then my Halcyon Love all Winter Pang 
And neer launch forth i into a troubled ben Adab 
Muſt I defiſt my Homage to p erform, 9 
And ſculk at home for ev'ry peeviſh Storm? "PEE! is 
If thus the Summer Guſts detain my Courſe, 
How ſhall I through the Winter Surges force? 15 
Abſence ern then I ſhall not long abi. ws 1 1 
But boldly plunge i into the raging Main, 518 BL wr; II l 
And if the ſwelling s not ſoon. aſſwage, 1% 5 
III make my Boaſting good, and dare tl eir 
My veins Saleh Your * 
Or if Em "Anxious Love find. 0 1 1 b bd 

The Waves x leaf will do my Corps che grace; © / Fü 

To waft it to my wonted landing Place: | " 75 : 1 
a 1 G 
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„ ovinvimrirrtts || 
1 Or of in on accord the Am rous Clay, Ts © 
b: Will thither float, nor loſe ſo known ated | 
L gueſs your will ev'n then a 
PPP (warm; 
To the cold Trunk, what you were wont when . 
| - Your ſelf difimatitling, you will ſhroud me ore, 
Aud grieve to find your Boſom's warne more, 
Have Power, my vital Spirits to reſloe. 3 5 
kes ca Fancy diſcompae thy Breaft, Fond f 
Think twas but Fancy, and reſume thy Reſt. 


dance the watry Pow'rs (hy Pray 1s dre Charms). 1 
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* But ben to your dear Manſion l arrive, N *. it wal MT 
| Loe ey Wind, and let the Tempeſt h I 
* "Twill give a Peotence, vor Gan you chide I 
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xcuſe my Paſſion, if it ſoar above ,,_ 
our Thought ʒ no Man can judge of 


With Bus neſs you, or Pleaſures may ſ 
— * y 2 . 12 | ; | : ; g f 
The Pangs of Abſence, and divert the 
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I Whiltt Gins for Beaſts, and Snares 
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Orviewing from n aloff t the troubled Tide, 


2 * 


Mix in the F ray, and with the Tempeſt chide. 
Or in the Storms leaſt inter al ſuſpect 


Vour ſtay, and almoſt charge you with. Wake. 


I ſeek your Footſteps on'the Sands i in vain, 

The Sands no more confeſs thee than the Main. 

I watch th arriving Barks, aud never 8 

. Tinquire of you, and write by evry. Sail ö 
Still as the ſetting Sun reſtore's the Night, | 

a> he Night to me more welcome than the Light,) 

I fix my flaming Torch to guide my Love, 


| Nor ſhines there any friendlier Star above. 


Then with my Work or Book the Time [ cheat, 


And aid the Task Leander's Name repeat. 5 
N wedded Thoughts no other Theme put rſue, 
I talk a hundred things but all of vou. 
What think ſt thou, Nurſe, does my Leander come? 
Or waits he till his Parents ſleep at home? ns 
For he is forc'd to teal his Paſſage there, 

As nightly we ** flealdy whit him here. 

1 Thin = 
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"HERO „ LEANDPR: 
Think thou that u now he dre him in the Bay 


A * #4 
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” 37 


Or is already plung d. and on his Way? 
Whilſt the, poor ul with tedious Watching i, 
Makes half Replies, and Nodding e Aſſent. SN 
Yet cannot I the ſmalleſt Pauſe allot © [+ 

But cry, Hes is launch: d forth for certain now: . a 5 


Then ew ry Moment through the Window peeps | 
With greedy Eyes examin all the Deep; 47 10 4 . 
Aud whiſper to the Floods a tender Pray: 
In your behalf, as if 1 ſpy'd you there · 5 8 eee 
Or to beguile my Griefs my Ear inclitie, ot U. N 4 
And take each gentle Breezes voice for Thine: 45 . | | 
At laſt, furpriz d with Sleep, in Dreams I ein * 2 
That Blifs for which Lad fo long in van 1 
To ſhroud you then my Shoulders I diveſt, 


And claſp y you ſhiv' ring, to my warmer b a = =_ 


A Lover need not be inform 4 the Reſt. # 
Theſe Pleaſures oft: my umb ring wache eu, 
But fill th'are MT n_ fp no ſolid hd” * 


T oa ny Bl Luft hv very Ts 1 


be; 


* 4 


: * 


e — 
Y 2 » —_— a. 


ON: 2 K 7 1 1K * 

Ac pets 1eonfels, th Seas wel rough! 7 |} 
But were aſt N ight compos(, and calm cabs; | | 
W hy did you then my longing Hopes . "i | 
' Why diſappoinr me with a total Stay?) | N 
Is it your Fear, that makes my Wikhes vain? 3 
When rougher, you hive oft ingag'd the Mainz 1 
II it be Fear, that friendly Fear retain, f 
Not viſit me till you ſecurely may; N 
- Your Danger would afflic me more chan Sta ay. 
Dread ev ry Guſt that blows, but oh! my Mind ! 
 Milgives, leſt you prove. various as that Wind, ' 
'f c er you'change, your Error ſecret keep, ' 
And in bleſt Ignotance permit'me deep 8. Y 
| Northat I am jnforn' 7 are / hang; at al. ; 
et und & te F bock, your $tay 1 will not blame; & 
Bit les Idread the Flbods thay fome new Elane. ff © 
Be hakt ye: Winds, ye raging | Billows fleep, | g 

g my Love ſafe Paſſage thiough the Deep. 
Bleſt Sign, the Taper ſparkles whilſt I pray, n 


AGuelt thy Flame! e eee on 
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% LEAI 
Our een yields propitious Sig, 27h Arms 
From which my Nurſe/your ſwift Approach divines, 

The Crickets too of your Arrival wan, TOE ad 1 
And ſay our Number ſhall increaſe e er 
Come,” gentle Youth; and with thy Preſence me 
d marr our Blif ; prevent the haſt ning Morn; 


: 


To me and Love 8 forſaken Joys return.” 7] ia LARS 8 
My Bed without Thee will afford no Reſt, gh Ls © 


There is no Pillow like Leander's Breaſt. idr 
Doſt thou, ſuſpe&the T ime will be too bote b _ 9 45 
Or want ſt thou Strength th Adventure to e 
If this detain thee, Oh! no longer a 1 tor 1 2 
[l plunge and meet Thee in the Flood half way. | 


; make the ſoft Irabrace more 
our ben which yet we take 
Like Midnight Miſers from-their hidden Wealth. ; LK 
Twixt Decency and Love 
Whilſt Fame forbids what our Defires 
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Thus in the verdaut Waves eas 85 
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How art thou nightly ſnatch'd from me away, 

J Todare the Flood, when Sailors keep the Bay? 
| Yet be advis'd, thou Conqu ror of the Tide, 
Nor in thy youthful Strength ſo much 8 

Think not thine Arms can wore than Oars prevail, 
Nor dare to ſy im, when Pilots fear to ſail. . 
With much Regret 1 cautiouſly perſuade, 
And almoſt with my Counſel diſobey d. 
Let when to the rough Main my Eyes I tun, 
Methinks I never can enough forewarns 
Nor does wy lat Night's Viſions leſs affright, 
(Tho expiated with many a Sacred Rite.) 
A ſporting Dolphin, whilſt the F lood retir d. 
Lay hid ith' Oase, and on the Beach expird. | 
| What oer the Dream portend, as yet reſide 
In the ſafe: Fort, nor truſt th inconſtant Tide. 
| The Storm "(too fierge-to laft) will foon decay, 
= Then with redoubled Speed redeem your Stay. 
Tri then theſe: Sheets ſore Plealure/may irpartz 
5 WN what moſtyou prize Tour Hero's Heart, 
mom” 


TT — ＋ —— — — 
— 
—_— 


Ie FLATMAN, E 


e "A # 


Proteſilaus, Hing Wind-hound at Aulis; in the G- 
cian Fleet, deſign d for the Trojan War * 
Wife Laodamia [ends this follrwing 222 2 


Why was it 48800 928 to keep him- here? ; 75 . 7 


Ten thouſand Kiſſes I had more to give: __ 
: „ 
(The Wind i burbarous Mariners only kin NG 
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. The Seaman's Pleaſure is the Lover's Pain, 

(Proteſilaus i is from my Boſom ta nel 

As from my fault ring Tongue half Speeches fell, \ 

| (Scarce could! ſpeak that wounding Word, Farewel) 

; A merry Gale (at Sea they call it ſo) © 8 
Filud er ty Sail with Joy, my Breaſt eaſt wich — 

There went my dear Profeſilaus ms," 

While I could ſer thee, full of eager Pain, 

My greedy. Eyes epicuriz d on Thine. 13 

[> When thee no more, but thy ſpread Sails I _ 
| Took, and looked, till Thad loſt them too; 
But when nor thee, nor them 1 could deſery, - 
And all was Sea that came within my Eye, 

They ſay, (for 1 have quite forgot) they = 

I trait grew pale, and fainted quite away ; 

Compaſſionate Iphiclus, and the good old Man, 

If . My Mother too, to wy Aſſiſtance ran; 

1% een ede baue , . 4 
Ana brough ms ivy dat wich nth dey ( 


ma" = 


'LAODAMIA?# PROTESILAUS.- 
Rants meant it well to me it ſeem d not n N O 
been to let me 5% * VT 


And in my Rok band out the 1 
Since which, my. uncomb d 7 


Undreſt, forelorn, 1 care not how I go; + 
Inſpir'd with Wine, thus Bacchus frolick Rout | 


Put on, Put on, the happy Ladies ſay, / 3 26 
Thy Royal | Robes, fair Laodamia.. nite dT 


f 


Alas! before Troy's Walls my Dear does lie, 
What Kanne can I take in Brian Dye rain 
Shall Carles adorn my Head, an Helmet thing?! - 

lin bright Tiſſues, thou in Armour nine 


dane vin de ere Tut hy 5 15 


5 
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0 Paris! 1 raisd by Ruins! 1 ban, prove. 7 
As fatal in thy War, as in y Loret 0 A 
0 that the Grerian Dame. been W {4 
Or thou leſs lovely had'ſt err d to 


| | ; | | | | F 
* 
7 3 \ : / ; 3 | E 


Beſides th adventurous Ravifher well knew - - 


A Man (they ſay) experienc'd in War. 
My Dear, if thou kraft any Lowe for the, 


OVID! BP IS TE BF) | 
e timely ceaſe to tri er 
With how much Blood wilt thou thy 2 


; From me, ye Gods, avert your heavy Doom, 


And bring my Dear, laden with Laurets home. 


| But my Heart fails me, ny + 
The ſad eee, 


1 tremble when I hear the very name 
Of evry Place where thou ſhalt fight * Fame. 


The ſafeſt Arts his Villany to putſue 
In noble Dreſs he did her Heart ſurprise, 


With Gold he dazzled her unguarded Eyes, 

He back d his Rape with Ships and artded Mien, 
Thus ſtorm d, thus took the beaut6ous Fortreſs in. 
Againſt the Power of Love, and Foree of Arms, 
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There's no Security in the brighteſt Charme. 
8 Heckot I fear, much do I Hector fear, 155 7 


ae ins eee eee, 


Left each of them ſhould p- 
2 — when for Fight thou ſhale Pt 


If by Fs Valdur T1 2 muſt ruin d We ; 
May not the Ruin leave one Scar on thee; gs Wo ET 
Sharer-in th Honour, From the Danger f freel. MA 


Let Menelaus fight, and fotee lis Way + | | | 


| Through the falſe Revi to ls Helena.” © | 
Great by his Vierry, as his Caufe is 9 4 0 
May he ſwim to her in his 7 
] ) no other Combatant but me! Fi 10, 7 0 | 
1 gen rous 7 rejaus, turn your * . 
From his dear Breaſt, find out a nobler Prey, („ 
Why ſhould you harmleſs THINS mw" AW i 
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or how eee oleh 
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| 70 1 v I DEP 1 87 ES. 
* Yet in Love's Field what Wonders can he 201 45 
3 Great i 18 his Prowels, and his Fortune too; 9285 . 

Let them 8⁰ fight, who know not how to Woe. 
[ly en veeh eee ar 
uu trembling Lips had almoſt told ches ſo. 
WMhen from thy Fathers Houſe thou didſt __ 
diy fatal Stumble at the Door I ſaw. 


BJ * itz ſigh d, and pray d the Sign night be. 


Of thy Return a happy Prophecy! mT 
1 cannot but acquaint thee with my Fear, 

Be not too brave, — Remember, Have a e 
And all ny Dreads will vaniſh into Air. d 
| Among the Grecians ſome one muſt be found = 
That firſt ſhall ſet his Foot on Trojon Ground; 


| 1 Unhappy ſhe that ſhall his Loſs bewail, 


A Grant, Oye Gods, thy Courage then may fil, 

Gf all the Ships, be thine the very laſt, 

Thou the, laſt Man that lands; there needs no halt 
To meet a petent and a treach rous Fi dez apt”, 
| Thou lt land, I fear, too ſoon, tho ne er ſo ſlow. 
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' LAODAMIA' th ; PROTESILAUS. 
At thy Returũ ply ev ry Sail and O: 
p And nimbly leap on thy deſerted Shoar. 
Al de Day long, and all che lonely Nich. 
Black Thoughts of thee my cow So tight: Eo 
Darkneſs, to other Womens Pleaſures kind, 5 
7 Augments, like Hell, the Torments' of my Mind, 
court een Dreams; on my forſaken Bed, wy 
Falſe Joys muſt ſerve, fince all my true ate 2 Al 
What's that ſame airy Phantom ſo like thee? | 
What Wailings do I hear; whit Palenefs/ſee? - 
| wake, and hug my ſelf; tis but a Dream,— | aa 
The Grecian: Altars know] feed their F lame, 
The want of hallow d Wine my Tears n 


When ſhall 1 claſp thee in theſe Arms of mine,. 
Theſe tonging Arms, and lye diffoly'd inn 1 
When ſhall 7 have thee by thy ſelf alone, bens 
To learn the wond' rous Actions thou haſt dane? 
Which when i in rapt rous Words — 
With en and e 4 „ FF": 
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Which make the ſacred Fire burn bright and bigs 1 . 1 


7 OVID 1 EP Is 57 EEE 1 
Such Interruptioris graceful Pauſes are, 
Akku Sorys but an Hale . War. 5 
But when I think of Troy, of Winds, and Waves, 
| fat the Palau Dream my Hope deceives: 
Contrary Winds in Port detain thee too, 
In ſpite of W ind and Tide why wouldſt thou go? 
Thus to thy Country thay wopliit hardly come, 
In ſpight of Wind and Tide thou went from _ 
To his own City Neprowe tops the us 
| Revere the Omen, and the Gods obey. 
Return, ye furious Grecians, homeward *. * 
Your Stay is Hot of Chance, but Deſtiny: 
| How caf your Arms pxpedt dckrd SH, 
Tha thus contend for an Aualrereſtꝰ * 
3 But, let not me foreſpeak you, no;+-ifet Sb 
7 And Healin befriend you with a proſp'rous Gale! 
Ye Trojans\ with Regret wethinbs I ſ6e 
1 — your * gil 
3 1 I ſce fair Helen put on all her Char 
1 8 To fo budde on her buſy Bridegroom's Rang 
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She gives him Arms, and Kiſſes ſhe receivy]” 


(ha et eee I 396/% 


But diligently do whate' er the ſay. 
Now he rettirns!— ſee with what an tous 
She takes the hond rous Helmet from his Tex 
And courts che weary Cltipion to hex Bed! | 


We Women, tos too credulops, alas! © 9 


7 hink what we fear will ſurely come to baſs. 
Yet, while before the Leaguer thou doſt bs... 
Thy Pickure i is ſome Pleaſure to my Eye, 
That I careſs in Words moſt kind and free, 
And lodge i it on my Breaſt, as I would [they © 
There muſt be ſomething in it more than Art, 
Twere very thee, could it thy Mind i met; 35 
I kiſs the pretty Idol, and complain, 
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Hecuba, being with Child 
delivered of. a Firebrand 2, „ 5 
Prophets, was anſwer'd "the C. hik 
Cauſe of the Deſtruction of Troy; 
commanded it ſhould be 2 70 wild Beafts 4 


ſoon as born, but Hecüiba conveyr it ferret 
M $1 Ida, chere to be / 


but at lg fh [7 d, he 
70 Greece, and carries Helen ro Troy, 
OEnone hegring,” writ r him this 2 
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« EPISTLES. 


. Misfortunes, when deſery' | we may endure, 
_ But when unjuſtly born, can find no ns 
| 2 ee I | 


| Slave as you was, I too you to my Bed, 
5 Otten, amidſt your Flocks, beneath ſome Shade, 
es and F low'rs weam rouſly were laid. 
upon the Straw our Joys we prov'd _ 
| In fomedlow Shed from Winter Storms removd. I 
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Tſhen'd, you Game, 


| 4 me Spots, the Toik Cai place, 
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When the Three Heav' 
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To ancient Sages my j 
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And all conclude: 


bes not to OEnone true, 
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Vow. 
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Umpire to beſtow the Prize. 
As from your Mouth the ful Story & 
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About my Neck your i Arms) you flung, 
Cloſer” than Vines to their low d Elms you-clung: 
| When for your Stay you did the Tempeſts blame, 


Midſt thouſand Kiſſes, when you'd bid Farewell, 
Scarce could your Tongue the fatal Meſſage tell, 


Tou are embarqu d: Againſt your Gally's Side | 


The plying Oars beat up the foaming Tide: 

of ill hurry d from my Sight, your Ships ! view, ; 
Then my ſalt Tears che parched Sands bedew. 
Soon, ye Sea Gods, again ſoon may he wy | 
( fondly pray d) but to my Ruin ſoon. | 
The Gods my Wiſhes do ſucceſsful Mas 
But all, alas! for that curſt Strumpet's ſake, 


| MyPray' rs into anothersArms havebrought you back. 


Avaſt high Rock there i is, whoſe craggy Sides . 
Suſtain the Fury of incroaching Tides; 976 
Vour Sails hence ſpy d, I hardly could Fr 


Plung'd in the * 0 meet * by te way; 
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How oft they Iaigh'd who knew the Ocean calm; 
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When one I ſaw, while a ſhort pauſe I made, 
Upon the Deck in glorious Purple clad: 
Gods! Haw I ſhook! Fear did my Soul poſſeſs 
With horror, to behold th unuſual Dreſs. | 
As nearer to the Shoar your Veſſel came, 
I ſpy'd, 0 blaſting ſight! the charming Dame ; 3 
Nay more, — her wanton Head (into the Sea © 


Why leap I not?) upon your Boſom bay. 

Twas then I beat my Breaſt, and tore my Hair, | 
With all the Symptoms of a deep Deſpair. , 
I fll'd the Air with my diſtracted Cries, | 
And Idas Mount reſounded with the ws 
Thence with dire Imprecations remov'd | 
Unto thoſe conſcious Caves, where once we lov' 4. of 
Hear me, ye Gods May the curſt Helen be 
As wretched full as ſhe has render d mez 8 Wa ga 
May ſhe complain of falſe and broken hol 
And pine, like me, for a regardleſs Spouſe. 
Now they do Charm, who from their Husbands.By, 
And the wide Ocean plow, to follow thee; . ba 
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OVID", EPISTLES. 
When a poor Shepherd, a ſmall F lock you fed, 
'Then I, and only I, vouchſaf d my Bed. 

Nor think I ſue to be in Courts ador d, 

And own'd the Daughter of all Alias Lord; 
Tho your great Parents need not to be aſham d, 
When monęſt their many Children J am nam d, 
A Scepter would not ill become this Hand, | 


So much I wiſh and merit to command. 


] 
8 
( 
\ 
V 
| I 
Deſpiſe me not, becauſe with you I lay, [ 
And paſs d, on new-fall'n Leaves, the well ſpent Day; 4 
For thy OEnone's worthy of a Bed, wy B 
Not with green Leaves but gaudy Purple ſpread. V 
Safe you may Sleep and harmleſs in my Arms. A 
Your Joys uninterrupted with Alarms: A 
For Greece i in Arms demands the Fugitive; 3 
Ruin is all the Dowry he can give. 
Askyour grave Friends, with piercing Wiſdom frauglit, 
5 Whom many Years have much Experience taught. 


But with my Rival thus you muſt not live, Fi 


Ak 


Ok N ON E. tPA R n 3 
Al Sage Anttnor, and your aged Sire, 
If ſhe's to be reſtor d whom they require. 
Baſe Man! your Country for her ſake deſtroy d, 
Shame son your part, and Tuſtice on their fide. | 
Or can you think that ſhe will conſtant prove, | 
Who was ſo eaſily entic'd to love? 
When once debauch d, our Sex for ever . 
In lawleſs fire; Virtue knows no return; 
Diſhonour never gives a ſecond Blow-, 
I; And once a Whore ſhe will be ever ſo. 
But her firm Love that ſcruple has remov'd; 
Vain Man! ev'n thus Atrides once the loy'd. 
Alone he lies, poor creÞlous Cuckold, now! 
And does deplore what you cer while muſt do. ( 
Fool that, he, was to think ſhe could be true! 
Happy Andromache! who juſtly art 1 
Poſſeſſed of a firm and Loyal Heart! 
AF aith like hers thou haſt beheld in me, 5 
And Hacker; Virtue ſhould have ſuin d in the 
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But thou art lighter than the fapleſ Leaf, 

Of which the Autumn Blaſts the Trees bene; ; 

| Or than the Stalks of the well ripen'd Wheat, 

Made the Winds ſport by the Sun's parching heat. 

Well I remember what your Siſter ſaid, 

When the ſtranze God poſſeſs the furious Maid; 

OEnone ceaſe, to plow up fruitleſs Lands, 

And ſow the Seed upon the barren Sands. 

The Grecian Heifer comes, who reaps thy Joys, 

The Bane of Troy, and Priam's ancient Houſe. 

She comes! forbid it Heav'n: And in the Deep, || 

Now, now, ye Gods, fink down the guilty Ship; | T 

Now is the time to plunge it in the Flood, 

It brings Deſtruction, and is fraught with Blood. Ti 
She ſaid: Her Peopte ſnatch'd her from my View, M 


| 
1 
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As through the Woods full of the God the flew. Pu 
Too true ſhe ſpoke! my Joys that Heifer prove, : Ar 
Does in my Groves and F lowry Meadows more, { Th 
And all-the pleaſant Paſtures of my Love. x [tc 


"aur 


o NON EGA RIS. 
Fair tho' ſhe be, your Helen | is a Whore, 


Whom each new Face draws from her N ative ſhore. | 
With Theſeus thus the falſe inconſtant fled; 


But he untouch d reſtor d the ſpotleſs Maid. 
Ah who can Faith to the forg d Story yield? > 


His Veins with youthful Blood and Vigor fill 4 
A Lover too! could he is Joys forbear? 


And in Poſſeſſion of his Heav'n deſpair? 2 

Miſcal not thus her ready Flight a Rape, 

Her wicked ſelf contriv'd the wiſh'd Eſcape. | 

But I, falſe as you are, have kept my Vows, | 

Tho your example would my Crimes 8 | 


Long time I livd a Tenant of the a 


The common Object of the Satyr s Loves, 


Me, Faunus tov, who Oer the Mountains led, 
Purſu 4, with Leafy Chaplets on his Head; In 
And Phoebus, who, but with much farce. obtain 4 
That Bliſs for which the reſt in vain complain 1 
ltore my Hair, while my ſoft Limbs he pee, 
And that curl Face for which I was  diſgrac d. + 


84 , . OVID': BPISTLES. | 
No ſordid recompence of Wealth I ſought, 
That Creature's mean whoſe Love is to be bought; 
But me the grateful God with Knowledge ſtord, 
And the ſame Gifts for which himſelf's ador'd. 
For no one Plant the fertil Earth does yield, 
But in its Virtues I am amply skilld. b 
Wretch!of what uſe does thy vain knowledgeprove? 
No Drug, alas! can cure the Wounds of Love. 
Not Phebus's ſelf, the Author of our Art, # 
Could in this caſe guard his Immortal Heart: 
Nought or from Earth, or Heav'n can cure my Wound 
In thee alone muſt my Relief be found: 
My Paris can, and he muſt Pity ſhow, 8055 
To her who merits all he can beſtow; _ 
For 1 am yours, with you of old did paſs, 
In childiſh Innocence my Infant Days; 5 
And J beſeech you, Gods, to fix my doom, ; 
And give that Blefling to the Time to come. 
o in his Arms, to whom my Youth I lent, 
Shall che Remains of my bleſt Life be ſpent. 
- A PARA 


PARAPHRASE | 


On the Foregoing 


* P I 8 N L E. 


OF 


OENONE t to PARIS. 


By Ms. A. BEAN 


* * | Ws we ** 1 4 * 8 ** 


been 0 dear Paris, Lord of my "da; 
Once tender Partner of my ſofteſt Fi ny 
To thee 1 write, mine, whilſt a Shepherd's Swain, 
But now a prince, that Title you diſdain. bed 
Oh fatal Pomp, that cou'd ſo ſoon divide. 
What Rios, and all our Vows % ey! | 


, 


— 


| 8 OVID": EPISTLES. | 
What God, our Loves induſtrious to prevent, ” 
Curſt thee with Pow'r, and ruin d my Content? 
Greatneſs, which does at beſt but il agree 
With Love, ſuch Diſtance lets * twixt Thee and Me. 
' Whilſt Thou a Prince, and I-a Shepherdeſs, 
My raging Paſſion can have no redreſs. 
'Wou'd Heav'n, when firſt I ſaw thee, thou hadſt been, 
This Great, this Crhel Celebrated Thing, | 
That without hope I might have gaz'd and bow' d, 
And mixd my Adorarion with the ; Crowd, | 
Unwounded then I had eſcap'd thoſe Eyes, . 
Thoſe Lovel y Authors of my Miſeries. 
Not that leſs Charms their fatal pow'r had dreſt, 


But Fear and Awe my Love had then ſuppreſt: 


My unambitious Heart no F lame had known, 


& - But what Devotion pays to Gods alone. 


I might have wonder'd, and have wiſht that He, 
7 Whom Heav n ſhould make me love, might look like 
More i in a filly Nymph had been a Sin, 1 — 
This had the height of my Preſumption been. 

: . 5 But 


| You ſaw, and did above the reſt prefer. 


For me the Shepherds figh'd and ſud in vain, 


" OENONE PARIS. #9 
But Thou a Flock didſt feed on Ida s Plain, its £77 


And hadſt no T wh but The Lovely Swain. 
A Title! which more Virgin Hearts has won, 
Than that of being .own'd King Priam- Son. 
Whilſt me a harmleſs Neighb'ring Cottager 


You ſaw! and at firſt ſight you lov'd me too. 
Nor cou'd I hide the Wounds receiv'd from ou. 
Me all the Village Herdſmen ſtrove to gain, 8 


Thou hadſt my Heart, and they my cold Diſdain. 
Not all their Offerings, Garlands, and firſt-born . | | 
Of their lov'd Ewes, eou d bribe my Native Scorn. — | 
My. Love, like hidden Treaſure long conceal d. 

Cou'd only, where *t was deſtin d, be reveal d. 
And yet how long my Maiden Bluſhes ſtrove 8 ; 
Not to betray. the eaſie new-born Love. 

But at thy fi ght the kindling fire wou'd rie, 


And I, unskill'd, declare it at my Eyes. 
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E 88 OV EPIS TLE „ 
But oh the Joy the mighty Ecſtaſie 
Poſſeſt thy Soul at this Diſcovery! 
Speechleſs, and panting at my Feet you lay, Ky | 
And ſnort- breath d Sighs told what you could not ſay. 
AThouſand times my Hand with Kiſſes preſt, 
And look d ſuch Darts, as none cou d e er reſiſt. 
Silent we gaz d, and as my Eyes met thine, 
New Joy fill'd theirs, new Lowe and Shame filld mine! 
You ſaw the Fears my kind Diſorder ſhows, 
And broke your Silence with a thouſand Vows! 
| Heav' ns, how you ſwore! by ev'ry Pow'r Divine! 
Lou wou'd be ever true! be ever mine! 
Each God, a ſacred Witneſs you invoke, 


And with'd their Curſe, when cer thoſe Vows you 
(broke. 


Quick to my Heart che perjur d Accents ran, 
| Which I took in,  believ'd, and was undone. 

| Vos are Love's poiſon” d Arrows, and the Heart 
So wounded, rarely finds a Cure in Art. 

At leaſt this Heart which Fate has deſtin'd youts, 

This Heart unpractis d in Loves myſtick Powers; 8 

For I am ſoft, and Young as April Flow'rs. 


' OENONE. PARIS. "» I 

Now uncontrol d we meet, uncheck'd i improve 45 
Each happier Minute in new Joys of Love! 
Soft were our Hours! and laviſhly the Day 
We gave entirely up to Love and Play. 
Oft to the cooling Groves our Flocks we led, 
And, ſeated on ſome ſhaded flowry Bed, 
Watch'd th united Wantons as they fed. 
And all the Day my lift ning Soul! hung 
Upon the charming Muſick of thy Tongue, 
And never thought the bleſſed Hours too lung. 
No Swairl no God like thee cou'd ever move, . 
Or had ſo ſoft an Art i in whiſpering Love. 
No wonder that thou art ally d to Joue. 
And when you pip dd, or ſung, or danc'd, or bes 


* 


The God appear i in every Grave, and Look. 
Pride of the Swains, and ( | bry of the Shades, 


5, 


The Grief, and Joy ot M the Love-fick Maids. 


— 


Thus whilſt all. Hearts you rul d without Controul, b 


I reign'd the abſolute Monarch of your Soul. 


5 ö 
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bo ©. oviyy E PISTL ” 
4 Each Beach my Name yet bearg,carv'd out by Thes, J 
" Paris and his OEnone fill each Tree; 1 
| 4 ; And as they grow, the Letters larger Tpread, 1 
| a Grow till a Witneſs of my-Wrongs when dead! 
i Cloſe by a filent filver' Brook there grows \ 
5 4 Poplar, under whoſe dear gloomy Boughs 
A thouſand times we have exchang'd our Vows! ( 
Oh may'ſt thou grow! to an endleſs date of Years! a 
Who o. on thy Bark this fatal Record beans 5 | 
/ 
; 
f 
1 
( 

8 

1 
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When Paris to OEnone proves untrue, | 
| Back Xanthus Streams ſhall fo their N 5 
Turn! turn your Tide! back to your F ountainsrun! 
The perjur d Swain from all his Faith is gone! | 
mM Curſt be that Day, may Fate point out the Hour, 
; As Ominous in his black Kalender; 
When Venus, Pallas, and the Wife zue 
Deſcended to thee in the Myrtle Grove, 
: m ſhining Chariots drawn by wing d Clouds; 
Naded they came, no Veil their Beauty fronds; 
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"OE N ON E 08 A RIS. 
But er ry Charm, and Grace expos d to | view, 
Left Heav'n to be ſurvey'd and judg' by you. 11 
To bribe thy Voice, Juno wou d Crowns eſtows | L 5 5 
Pallas more gratefully wou d dreſs thy Brow | #3 
With Wreaths of Wit; Venus propos d the Choice 
Of all the faireſt Greeks: and had thy Voice. 
Crowns, and more glorious) Wreaths thou didſt ane 
And promis c d Beauty more than Empite prize! 
This when you told, Gods! what a ne rer 
Did over all my ſhivering Limbs appear: 2 
And 1 preſag d ſome ominous Change was Ark 
The Bluſhes left my Cheeks, from ev'ry Part 
The Blood ran ſwift to guard my fainting Heart. | | 
You in my Eyes the glimmering Light bed ny 
Of parting Life, and on my pale Lips brad 
Such Vows," as all my Terrors undeceiy' d. 
But ſoon the envy ing Gods diſturb our Joys, 
| Declare thee great! and all my Bliſs eri 
And now the F leet i is Anchor di in the Bay | 
That muſt to Ty oy the Glorious Youth mer. 
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- Heay'ns! how you look! and what a Godlike Gre 
At their firſt Homage beautifiy'd your Face! 


| Yet this no Wonder or Amazement Wb . K. 


Lou ſtill a Monarch were in Soul and Thought! 
Nor cou'd1 tell which moſt the Sight augments, | 
Your Joy s of Pow' r, or parting Diſcontents. 
| Youkiſt the Tears which down my Cheeks did glide, 
"ag And mingled yours with the ſoft falling Tide, 
And twixt your Sighs a thouſand times you ſaid, 
Ceaſe, my OEnone! ceaſe, my charming Maid, 


1 If Paris lives his Native Troy to ſees _ 


My lovely Nymph, thou Joalr 4 Princeſs be. 3 
But my prophetick Fear no Faith allows, 
My breaking Heart reſiſted all thy Vows. 


Ab muſt we part! I cry dz thoſe killing Words 


3X ff No further Language to my , Fords. 


Which was with equal Love, and Grief oppreſt, 


Trembling, I tell upon thy panting Breaſt, 0 
Whilſt Sighs and Looks, all dying, ſpoke the reſt. 
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About 9 Neck my frdle ws I wel” 
Not Vines, nor Iny cirele Elms fo faſt. | 
To ſtay, what dear Excuſes didſt thou Fame, 


Than Wreaths of Flow s, leſs innocent and ſeats N J 
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And fancied Tempeſts W the Seas wer calm 
How oft the Winds contrary feignd to by, 1 


When they, alas, were only ſo to mot:. Eo k 1 


How oft new Vows of laſting Faith you 1 
And twixt your Kiſſes all the old run oer. 
But now the wiſely Grave, who Love deſpiſe, | 


| (Themſelves paſt Hope) do buſily adviſe, 


Whiſper K | 


and Glory in thy Ear, 


Language which Lovers fright, 9 erhear. 


For Troy, they cry, theſe Shepherds Weeds lay down! 
Change Crooks for Scepters! Garlands for a. Crown! | 
But ſure that Crown does far leſs eaſie fit, + 


Nor can thy Beds of State ſo gratful be, WS os © 
*As. thoſe of Moſs, and new fall'n Leaves with mel 
Now tow'rds the Beach we go, and all the Way 


Th _ hgh ern, darkWoods,and Springs ſuryeys 5 


That | 
' * 
** 


9 'Of ſacred Love, in our dear fon Delights. Is 


; 8 4 OVID" EPISTLES. 
SB That were ſo often conſcious to the Rites 


With Eyes all languiſhing, each Place you view, 
And fphing, cry d, Adiu, dear Shades, Adieu. „ 
8 Then twas thy Soul cen doubted which to do, 
155 | Refuſe a Crown, or thoſe dear Shades forgo! 
3 Glory and Love! the great Diſpute purſu * | 
But the falſe Idol ſoon the God ſubdu d. 
| And now on Board you go, and all the Sails 
| Are looſned, to receive the flyi ing 'Gales. | 
Whilt I half dead on the forſaken Strand, ; 4 


| 
Y 
Beheld thee ſighing on the Deck to ſtand, | Y 
' Wafting a thouſand Kiſſes from thy Hand. I 
And whilſt [ coud the leſſening Veſſel * ; 0 
I gaz'd, and ſent a thouſand . 8 14 
5 And all the Sea- born Nereids implore LY A 
Quick to return thee to our Ruſtick Share : N 
| Now like a Ghoſt I glide through « ev * ' Grove, 

| Silent, and ſad as Death, about I rows | = 
And viſit all our xr Treaſuries of Love! 
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oN ONE to „ARIS. 
This Shade th account of chouſand Joys does — 
As m many more this murm ring River's fide, * 
Where the dear Graſs, 28 ſacred, does retain 
The Print, where thee and I ſo oft have lain. PT I 
Upon this Oak thy Pipe and Garland placd. 1 | 
That $cemore is with thy Sheep hock gracd. 3 
Here feed thyFlocks,once lov'd, though: now oy hep; 
Like me forſaken, and like me forlorn! F098 
A Rock there 1s, from whence I cou'd ſurvey - 
From far the blewiſh Shore, and diſtant Sea, | 
Whoſe hanging: Top with Toll I climb abe, | 
: With greedy View I run the Proſpe& oer, | 5.2 


| BE To ſee what wiſh'd or Ships approach our Se | 4 
One Day all hopeleſs on its Point I tod,, 9 


And ſaw a Veſſel bounding o'er the Flood, 
And as It nearer. drew, I cou d diſcern. + ta "& | 
Rich Purple Sails, Silk Cords, and Golden sten. 
Upon the Deck 2 Canopy was ſpicad 

of Antick Work j in Gold and Silver 8 @ "i 14 a 
Which, mix d with Sun-beams, ſy Light . pd 75 2 


Whoſe falſe deluding Charms my Ruin was. 


"OVID" EPISTLES. 
1 oh! beneath this glorious Scene of State 
- (Gat be the Sight) a fatal Beauty ſate, | 
And fondly you were on her Boſom lay'd, 
"Whilſt with your perjur'd Lips her Fingers play'd: 
' Wantonly curl'd and dally'd with that Hair 
Of which, as ſacred Charms, I Bracelets wear. 
Ohl hadſt thou ſeen me then in that mad State, . 
; 80 ruin d, ſo defign'd for Death and Fate, | 
Fix on a Rock, whoſe horrid Precipice. 
bay. In hollow Murmurs Wars with angry . | 
Whilſt the bleak Winds aloft my Garments bear, 
Ruffling my careleſs and diſhevel'd Hair, 
I bok d like the fad Statue of Deſpair. Wd 
With our ſtretchd Voice 1 cry'd, and all around 
The Rocks and Hills my dire Complaints reſound. 
Trend my Garments, tear my flatt ring Face, 


| Mad as the Seas in Storms, I breathe Deſpair, : 8 
eee ae Ate; n 


hd 


Raging and frantick & I fly, 
And Paris] lovely, faithleſs, Paris z ery. n 15 
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But when the Echo's ſound 25 Name . A 3 | I 
'For chat dear Name ſuch * \ Tendernes Abbe, PR | 
As turns all Paſſion to Love's ſofter Fi pt: 6 W = 
With Tears I fall to kind Complaints ganz 


So Tempeſts are allay'd by Show'rs of Ein. 
Say, lovely Youth, why wouldſt thou: thus 
Hh cafi Dy, and lead my Heart aſtray? 5 Ws 


q— +5 


And in FIDE: 0 pr, 
Liv d undiſtutb d with 8 
au Day by thaded Sptigs my Floctohave ke my ; 


And in ſome honeſt Arms at Night have ſlept. N 
Then unupbraided with my WI 
Safe in the Joys of the fair Grecian Queen: + 2" 


What Stars do rule the Great? No ſooner a 5 3 
Became a Prince, WO were perjur d too. . 
3 "I IS H „ 


"OVID" EPISTLES, 

PA C and Falſhoods then conſiſtent Things 
And muſt they all be faithleſs who are Kings? 

| The Gods be prais d that I was humbly bam. 

Even tho it renders me my Paris Scorn. 
And! had rather this way wretched prove, 
Than be a Queen, and faithleſs in my Lowe. 

Not my fair Rival wouw'd 1 wiſh to be, 

: To come prophan d by others Joys to thee, 


A ſpotleſs Maid i into thy Arms I brought, 


5 Untouch'd i in F ame, ev n Innocent in Thought. 
Whilſt the with Love has treated many a Gueſt, : 
And brings thee but the Leavings of a Feaſt: 
With Theſeus from her Country made Eſcape, 
. Whilſt ſhe miſcall'd the willing Flight, a Rape: 
80 now from Atreus Son, with thee i 18 fled, 
And till the Rape hides the Adult rous Deed. 
And i is it thus Great Ladies keep i intire 
That Virtue they ſo boaſt, and you ire 
Is this a trick of Courts, can Raviſhwent * | 
Serve for a poor Evaſion of Conſentꝰ bs,” 
V . Hard 
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og of NONE to PARIS. | 20 
Hard ſhift to fave that Honour prizd ſo: high, 14 
Wil the 1 mean F raud's the greater Infamy. 5 ay | ; | 
How much more happy are we Rural Maids £1 48 
Who know no other Palucts than Shades? 1 1 5 

Who want no Titles to inſlave the Crowd 1 C 
Leſt they ſhou' babble all our Crimes aloud. ut 
No Arts out Good to ſhow, our Uls to hide, 5 

Nor know to cover faults of Love with Pride. 

1ov d, and all Love's Didates did purſux, - 

And never thought i it cou d be Sin with. you, i 

To Gods, and Men, Ldid my Love proclaims A! Y I 

For one ſoft Hour with thee, my chaming ys... 

Wou'd Recompence an Age to come of Shame, 

Cou d it as well but ſatisfie my Fame. e 

But oh thoſe tender Hours are fled and lot, 1 if. ol 

And I no more of Fame, or thee can boaſt}. Fa we 5 15 4 

Twas thou wert Honour, Glory, all to me: te f 4 

Till Swains had learn'd the Vice of Per, U 

No  yiling * were n d with rn, oj 
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10 ob BPISTLES, 
eee 
Hadſt thou been true, we innocent had been. 
But thou leſs faith than Auturm Leaves doſt ſhow, | 

0 Which ev'ry Blaſt bears from their native Bough, 

Leſs Weight, lefs Conſtancy, in thee is horn 

| Than in the ſlender mildew'd Ears of Corn. 
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0 | And when with eager Kiſſes preſt my Hand, 

oF Have faid, How well a Seepter wed Command 

2 = And if I danc'd. upon the flow'ry Green, 

* With charming, wiſhing Eyes ſurvey my Mien, 
And cry, The Gods deſign'd thee for a Queen! 

. Why then for Helen doſt Thou me forſake? 

| Can a poor empty Name fach Diffrence make? a 

£ Beſides, if Love can be a Sin, thine's one, 
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Oft when you Garland wove to deck my Hair, 
Where myſtick Pinks and Dazies mingled were, 
Y ou ſwore 'twas fitter Diadems to bear: | 


4 


Since Helen does to Menrlaus belong. 


9 be Jul reſtore her back, ſhe's none ef thine, | 
| 5 An, Wa Paris, thou art only mine. 
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dang' rous Smiles fierce War muſt wait 
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at your Palace Gate, 
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Love procures thy F: 
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er a wrong d Husband 
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Paris, having: 


 . ward of his adjudging the Preze 
dag nobly he entertain a by. 
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In his Abſence Paris Courts" 
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1 el 4 Paſſion that it el has 
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| or _ obtaining of 
Helen, whom Venus had Promiſed him as the Re- . 


Husband; but be being 22 away 7 to 1 t 
1 rate Poſſeſſion of what was' left him ty bis Grand. 
1 8 commends his Cueſt to the Care of 


; thy Paris: ſends to 
Og 55 wah wende. it me. * 92 
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x04 OVID” BPISTLES. 
For know, leaſt you through Ignorance offend 
| The Gods, tis Heav'n that me does hither ſend. 
None of the meaneſt of the Pow'rs Divine 
That firſt inſpir ir'd, ſtill favours my Deſign. | 
Great is the Prize I ſeek, I muſt confeſs, 
| But neither is my Due ar Merit leſs: > a - 
aus has promis'd ſhe would you aflign, 

Fair as her ſelf, to be for ever mine. 

Guided by her, my Trey [ left for thee, 

Nor fear the Dangers of the faithleſs Sa. 

She with a kind and an auſpicious n 
[Doc gd Sip ant baerl om eve a. J. 
j $ I For ſhe, who ſprung out of the teeming Deep, | 
SB. nul oer the Main do's her wide Empire ies. x: 
| 0 | Still may ſhe keep it. and as ſhe. with eaſe 
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| Allays the Wrath of the moſt angry Seas, 

| | | So may ſhe give my ſtormy Mind ſome Ra - | 
_* And calm the ragin g Tempeſt of 3 my Breaſt, . | | 
And bring home all my Sighs and all my Vows | 

To 1 wiſh d s Harbour, and deſir'd Repoſe, 


„ 


. Hither 


PARIS 1 to HELEN * | 15 4 
Hither my Flames! brought, not found em heres | 
] my whole Courſe by their kmd Light did ſteer: 
For I by no Miſtake or Storm was toſt 
Againſt my Will upon this happy Coaſt. 
Nor as a Merchant did 1 plow the Main i 
To venture Life, like ſordid Fools, 80 Gain. 
No;' may the Gods preſerve my preſent Store, 
And only give me you to make it more. . pag 
Nor to admire the Place came 1 fo far; 
[ have Towns richer than your Cities are. 
Tis you I ſeek, to me from Venus due, 
Lou were my With, before your Charms I know, / 
Bright Images of you my Mind did draw 
Long e er my Eyes the lovely Object ſaw. 
Nor wonder that with the ſwiftwinged Dart, 
At fuchia Diſtance you could wound my Heart; | 
So Fate ordain d, and leſt you fight with F ate, 
Hear and believe the Truth I ſhall relate, 
Now i in my Mother 8 Womb ſhut up I lay, 


Her faral Burthen longing for the Day, . _ 
When 
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; 106 OVID. EPISTLES. 
_ _ When ſhe ina myſterious Dream was told, 


Her teeming Womb a burning Torch did hold 5 
Frighted ſhe riſes, and her Viſion ſhe 
To Priam tells, and to his Prophets 1 


But ſure F ate meant the Flames of my Deſire. 
For fear of this among the Swains Gn... 

My native Greatneſs every thing diſclos d. 
Beauty, and 8 and Courage j join d in one, 
Through all Diſ guiſe ſpoke me a . $ Son. 
A place there is in Ida's thickeſt Grove 
With Oakes and Fir- trees ſhaded all 8 | 
The Graf S here grows untoucht by bleating n 
Or Mountain Goat, or the laborious O 

From hence Troy's Tow'rs, — Pride 
| Leaning againſt an aged Oak, I ſpy d. 5 Bs 5. 
When ſtraight methoughtl heard the trembl ingGround 
With the ſtrange Noiſe of trampling Feet reſound. 


1 


In the ſame inſtant Four 8 great Meſſenger, 
On all his N born nen the n. Air, 
| Lighting 


* 


nd 


I before my wond' ring Eyes did ſtand, 

His Golden Rod ſhone in his ſacred Hand?: wh 
With him three charming Goddeſſes there came, 
Juno, and Pallas, and the Cyprian Dame. 5 * 


"PARIS 7 1% „HELENA. 1 


With an unuſual Fear I ſtood ama dl... 
Till thus the God my ſinking a rais 505 ee 
Tear not; Thou art Jove's Subſtitute below, BIR. 


The Prize of heav'nly Beauty to beſtow; | 


Contending Goddeſſes appeal to You, n A : 
Decide 1 Sr ie 3 * L ſpake, and up he flew.) EY . 5 f 
Then Bolder' xo. 0 r <] throw my | F ears was” IF: 75 1 


And ev'ry one with curious Eyes ſurvey, e 
lach of em merited the Vidory, 8 rg 
And I; their doubtful Judge, WAS oreiv d to 5 
That One muſt have it, when deſerv d by Three. 
But yet that One there was which moſt prevaild. 
And with word pov rful Charms my Heart aſſaild. 

Ah! would you know who thus my Breaſt could move? 
Who! coul 1b. but the fair Queen of Love: N 


— 


Ovi; 4  BPISTLES. 


- With See Bribes they all for Conqueſt bas, 


Juno will Empires, Pallas Valour give, 


7 Whilf I ftand doubting which ! ſhould Nike” 
 Empite's ſoft Eaſe, or glorious Toils of War; 
But Venus gently mil. d, and thus ſhe ſpake, 


ad They're dang rous Gifts, O do not, do not take! © 


1 
N 


Tul make Thee Love's immortal Pleaſures know, | 
And Foys that in full Tides for ever flow. 
| Fer, if you Fudge the Conqueſt to be mine, 
Fair Leda s fairer Daug bre- ſhall be thine. 
She ſpake and I gave her the Conqueſt due, 
0 Both to her Beauty, and her Gift of vou. 


Mean while (my angry Stars more gentle en 


Iam acknowledg'd Royal Priam s Son, 
Al the glad Court, all Troy do's celebrate, 
AV ith a new Feſtival, my Change. of Fate. 


And as I Inaguiſh now, and die for thee, 


So did the Beauties of all Trey for me. 


You in full Pow'r over a Heart do reign, 


For which a thouſand Virgins ſigh d in vain; © 
ning | . %; Nor 


1 
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eee | l OS 
But Nymphs of Form Divine, and Heav ly Race 2 

[all their Loves with cold Diſdain repreſt, | 

Since Hopes of you firſt fir'd my longing Breaff, | 

Your charming Form all Day my Fancy drew, 


And when Night came, my Dreams were all of you, - | 
What Pleafures then muſt you your felf impart, 
Whoſe Shadows only ſo ſurprizd my Heart? e 
And oh! how did I burn approaching night, I 
That was ſo ſcorch d by ſo remote a F ire! 3 
For now no longer could my Hopes rn 
Nun ſeeking their will. d Object through the "+ 
I fell the ſtately Pine, and ev ry Tree | PS 5 
That beſt was fit to cut the yielding Seas = SON 4 
Fetch'd from Gargarian Hills, tall Firs I . 
And Ida naked to the Winds I leave, | 
Stiff Oaks I bend, and ſolid Planks I form, 
And ev ry Ship with well-knit Ribs l arm. 
To the tall Maſt I Sails and Streamers join, 
And the gay Poops with painted Gods do ſhine: —@— 
1 y 2] But 
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110 OVID" EPISTLES. 
But on my Ship does'only Venus ſtand. Sia 
With little Cupid ſmiling in her Hand, | vers $ 
05 Guide of the Way ſhe did her ſelf tx 
My Fleet thus rigg'd, and all my Thoughts on the: 
l long toplow thevaſt CEgean Sea, | 
3 My anxious Parents my Deſires withſtand, 
And both with pious Tears my Stay, command: 
| Caſſandra too, with looſe deſhevel'd Hair, 
| I Juſt as our haſty Ships to fail prepare, 
Full of Prophetick Fury Cries aloud, . 
Oh whither feers my Brother through the Flood A 
| Little, ah! little dof thou know or heed 
To what a raging Fire theſe Waters lead. 
True were her Fears, and i in my Breaſt I feet 
The ſcorching Flarnes her Fury did foretel. 
Let out I ſail, and favour d by the Wind, 
'On your bleſt Shore my wiſh d-for Haven find; 
: Lour Husband then, ſo Heav'n, kind Heav' n 888215 M 


In his own Houſe his Kale entertains. 5 : 80 


>, Shews 


4 2» ARIS 70 H EL E NA 2 Fay 
Shews me whate'er in Sparta. does delight | 
The curious Travellers enquiring Sights : 
But I, who only long dito gaze on vou 
Could taſte no Pleaſure i in the idle Show. 55", 6 
But at thy Sight; oh! where was then my 825 Y 1 
Out from my Breaft i it gave a ſudden Start, | 
Sprung forth-and met half-way the fatal "RY * 
Such, or leſs charming, was the Queen of Love, =o 
When with her Rival Goddeſſes ſhe ſtrove, 

But, faireſt, hadſt thou come among t the Three, 
Even he the Prize muſt have reſign d to Thes. 1 5 


Your Beauty. is the only Theme of Fame, | 
And all the World ſounds with fair Helen's Nane, 


Nor lives there She whom Pride it ſelf can raiſe. 
To claim with you an equal ſhare of Praiſe: 
Do I ſpeak ; falſe? rather Report does ſo, 
Detracting from you in a Praiſe too low: ; £2 
More here 1 find than that could erer tell. 


So much your Baut de, your Fame excel 1 : ; 5 1 


5 114 Ovid; 271871 Bs. 
| 80 Well then might Tbeftus, be who'all things knew, 
Think none was worthy of his Theft but you: 1 

5 I this bold Theft admire; but wonder more 
"His ever vo le r u Prive dr 


. * 


3 Noz fooner I with Life it ſelf could part, 
Than ger fee you torn from iy bleeding Heart, 


Which never till my fen ral Pile mal waſtez; 


Ah! would theſe Hands have ever let you ry 
Or could I live, and be divorc'd from you? © 


But could I do as he, and give you back, 


9 Yet fare forme Tate of Love I firſt would tale, = 


Would firſt 1 in all your blooming Excellence N 
And Virgin Swioets feaſt my luxurious Senſe; CE 
or if you would not let that Treaſure yo, 4 
Kiſſes at leaft you ſhorld, you would beſtow; 7 Al 


| And let me ſmell the Flow'r as it did grow.” 4 
Come then into my longing Arms, and try - F 


My laſting, fd, Eternal Conſtancy, 


Tro 


M preſent Five ſhall mingle wih y lat," | 


/ 


b, ; Scepters 


pten 


Scepters and . for. you 1 ad diclin, 

With which great Juno tempted me in vain. e 
And. when bright Pallas did her Bribes — > 
One ſoft Embrace from you 1 did prefer 

To Courage, Strength, and all the Pomp of W ar. 
Nor ſhall I ever think my Choice was u, 

My Judgments ſettled, and approves 1 it gill. | 

Do you but grant my Hopes may prove as true 

As they were plac d above all things but . 

lam, 25 well as you, of Heav'nly Race, IS 2. 
Nor will my Birth your mighty Line 8 
Pallas and and our, our noble Lineage head, 

And them a Race of God-like Kings fixated. 

And . — ſpacious Eaſt his Pow r allow. 
There you ſhall ſee the Houſes roof d with Gold, 
And Temples glorious as the Gods they hold. 
Troy you ſhall ſee, and Divine Walls admire, 


Bil 19 the coe of poſts Lyte. #4. 1 8 
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ers to my Father bow, W 22 
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4 TG 0 VID BPISTLES. 
What need I the vaſt Flood of People tell, 0 
That over its wide Banks does almoſt Grell? 14 
a You ſhall gay Troops of Phrygian Matrons meet, | H 
7 


. And Trojan Wives ſhining 1 in ev'ry Street. 


How often then will you your ſelf confeſs 


The Emptineſs and Poverty of Greece ? T 

How often will you ſay, one Palace there N 80 
Contains more Wealth than do whole Cities here? Ve 

I ſpeak not this your Sparta to diſgrace 5 W 

For whereſoe er your Life began its Race > At 

Muſt be to me the happieſt, deareſt Place. N. 
Yet Hamas poor; and you, that ſhould be dreſs Co 

Inall the Riches of the ſhining Eaſt, Ire 
| Should underſland how ill that ſordid Place fi 
| Suits with the Beauty of your Charming Face. Ne 
That Face with coſtly Dreſs and rich Attire or 
Should: ſhine, and make the gazing World admire, Ne 
When you the Habit of my Trojans ſee, " Sn: 

W hat, think ye, -muſt that of 00g Ladies be? But 


Ohl 


ARIS 7 | HELEN: * 
oh then be kind, fair Spartan, nor vaten 3 8 
A Trojan i in your Bed to entertain. 


« 
* 


He was a Trojan, and of our great Line, 

That to the Gods does mix Immortal Wine; 1 
Tithonus too whom to her roſie Bed 

The Goddeſs of the Morning Mluſhing 1 jd; F 
80 was Anchiſes of our T rojan Race, | + 
Vet Venus ſelf to his deſir d Embrace, 
With all her Train of little Loves, did fly, 

And i in his Arms learn d for a while to Iye. 
Nor do I think that Menelaus can, 


Compar d with me, appear the greater Man. . 


I'm ſure my F ather never made the Sun | 
With frighted Steeds from his dire in run: 
No Grand-father of mine is ſtain'd with Blood, Ny 
Or with his Crime names the Myrtoan Flood. 

| None of our-Race does in the Stigion Lake 
f Snatch at thoſe Apples he wants Pow' r to take. 
But ſtays ſince you with fuch a Husband j join, 7 £44 


Lour F ather Jove is forc'd to grace his Line. 


"oviD- EPISTLES. 
| He e ) a Wretch unworthy of thoſe Charms 
Does all the Night he melting i in your Arms. 
Does ev'ry Minute to new Joys i improve, J 


And riots in the luſcious Sweets of Love. 
I but at Table one ſhort View can gain, 1 
And that too only to increaſe my Pain: c 
O may ſuch Feaſts niy worft of Foes attend, 
ha often I at your ſpread Table find. 
I loath my Food when hy unn Eye | 
Sees his rude Hand in your ſoft Boſom 1 ws i | 
I burſt with Envy when I him behold | | 
|, Your tender Limbs in his looſe Robe infold. * 
| When he your Lips with melting Kiſſes ſcal a, 
| Before my Eyes the large Goblet held. 
When you with him i in ſtrict Embraces cos, 
Mi hated Meat to my dry'd Palate grows. 
Off have I figh'd, then figh'd again to ſee 
That Sigh with ſcornful Smiles repaid by thee, 
Oſt I with Wine would quench my hot Defire 
In vain 3 for ſo I added Fire to Fire. 


PARTS to. HELENA. 
Ok 15 | turn'd away my Head in vain, ih i *% 
You ſraight recall d my longing, Eyes again. 
What ſhall I do? your Sports with Geet Lane, 
But i it's 2 greater, not to look on Thee. 
With all my Art 1 ſtrive my Flames to hide, 
But through the thin Diſguiſe they are deſery d, 
Too well, alas! my Wounds to you are known, 
And O that they were ſo to you alone! 5 ö 


How oft turn I my weeping Eyes away, 
Leſt he the Cauſe ſhould ask, and I bey: 
What Tales of Love tell l when warn'd with Wine, 3 
To your dear F ace applying « ev'ry Line. | | 
Ia borrow d Names! my own Paſſion ſhews 
They the fain'd Lovers are, but I the true. | Fo 5 | 
Sometimes more Freedom in Diſcourſe to in. ; 
For my Excuſe I Drunkenneſs would feign. © 

Once I remember . your looſe Garment fell, 

And did your naked, ſwelling Breaſts reveal, | 
Breaſts white a8 Snow, or the falſe down of Jeu, 


When to your Mother the kind Swan made Love: 
1, i a 


: » 4 
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18 ovID% EpISTL ES. 
| | Whilſt with the Sight ſutpriz'd 1 gazing ſtand, 
Tue Cup I held, dropt from my careleſs Hand. 
If you * your young Hermione but kiſs, ES 
| Straight from her Lips I fnatch the envy d Blifs. 


Sometimes ſupinely laid, Love-Songs I ſing, 
And wafted Kiſſes from my Fingers fling. 
| Your Women to my Aid I try to move 
With all * powerful Rhetorick of Love, . 
But they, alas! ſpeak nothing but Deſpair, 


CN | — — — wu gat — 


[—_ 


And i in the midſt leave my neglected Pray r. 
Ohl! that by ſome great Prize you might be won, 5 
And your Poſſeſſion might the Victor Crown: 
As Pelops his Hippodamia won, 
| Then had you ſeen what I for you had done, 
But now I've nothin 2 left to do dut pray, 
And my ſelf proſtrate at your Feet to lay. 
O thou, thy Houſe's Glory, brighter far 
Than thy Two ſhining Brothers friendly Star! 
O O worthy of the Bed of Heav'ns great King, 


„M d v 


If ought ſo fir but from himſelf could ſpring! 
f 3 _Enker 
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PARIS „ HELENA. | "I 1 
Either kh thee I back to 77 roy will ty, e 545 2 | 
Or here a wretched Baniſh'd Lover die. A ll, 
With no ſlight Wound my tender Breaſt does ng 
My Bones and Marrow feel the piercing Dar; 9 5 
I find my Sifter true did Propheſſ je, 8 
I with a Heav'nly Dart ſhould wounded dle; 
Deſpiſe not then a Love by Heav'n an = 
80 may the Gods ſtill to your Vous be kind. 

Much I could fay, but what, will beſt be known T7 


In your Apartment, when we are alone. 


You bluſh, and with a ſuperſtitious Dread, 
Fear to defile the Sacred Marriage Bed: 1 
Ah! Helen, can you then ſo ſimple be; AT. 


To think ſuch Beauty can from Faults be fee 
Or change that Face, or you muſt needs be kinds hes $1 
Beauty and Virtue ſeldom have been join d. 

Jove and bright Venus do our — 0 

Such Thefts as theſe gave you your Father Jobe. 
And if in you ought of your Parents laſt, - 

Can Jovę and Leda's Daughter well be chaſte? 
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i VID" BPISTLES. 
| Whilſt with the Sight ſutpriz'd I gazing ſtand,” 
be Cup I held, dropt from my careleſs Hand. 

If you your young Hermione but kiſs, | 

| Straight from her Lips I ſnatch the envy'd Blifs. 
Sometimes ſupinely laid, Love · Songs I ſing, 
And wafted Kiſſes from my Fingers fling.” 
| Your Women to my Aid I try to move 
With all the pow'rful Rhetorick of Love, . . 
But they, alas! ſpeak nothing but Deſpair, 
Andi in the midſt leave my neglected Pray r. 


Oh! that by ſome great Prize you might be won, 


And your Poſſeſſion might the Victor Crown: 
As Pelops his Hippodamia won, | 


| Then had you ſeen what I for you had done. 
But now I've nothing left to do but pray, 
And my ſelf proſtrate at your F ect to lay. 

O thou, thy Houſe's Glory, brighter far 
„Than thy Two ſhining Brothers friendly Star! 
33 O worthy of the Bed of Heavins great King, 
If ought ſo fair bur from himſelf could ſpring! 
' . Euer 
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PARTS 1 10 "HELENA. | rg. 3 

Either wich thee I back to Troy will fy, xi + Gr $ 

Or here a wretched baniſh'd Lover die, 05 , 

Wich no flight Wound r my tender Breaſt does ban. 2 

My Bones and Marrow feel the piercing Darr; 181 af x - | 

I find my Sifter true did Propheſe, 4 

I with a Heav'nly Dart ſhould wounded dle; 

Deſpiſe not then a Love by Heav 'n deſign d, 

80 may the Gods ſtill to your Vous be kinlſ. 
Much I could fay, but what, will beſt be known 15 

In your Apartment, when we are alone. 

Lou bluſh, and with a ſuperſtitious Dread, 

F ear to defile the Sacred Marriage Bed: 

Ah! Helen, can you then ſo fimple be, 

To think ſuch Beauty can from F aults be free? 

Or change that Face, or you muſt needs be kinds, 

Beauty and Virtue ſeldom have been join 4 £50 

Jove and bright Venus do our — 5 . 

Such Thefts as theſe gave you your Father _ 

And if in you ought of your Parents laſt, 

Can Jour and Laue Daughter * be chaſte? 


11 
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et then be chaſte when we to Tre ſhall oz 
(For ſhe who {uns with one alone, f 18 _ 

But let us now enjoy that pleaing Sin, 
Then Marry, and be Innocent again. 
Ev'n your own Husband doth the ſame perſuade, T - 
Silent himſelf, yet all his Ations plead: C4 
For me they plead, and he, good Man, becauſe . 
He'll ſpoil no Sport, officiouſly withdraws. 8 92 3 
Had he no other Time to viſit Crete? 2. 
Oh! how prodigious is a Husband's Wit! 
He went, and as he went, he cry'd,- My | Dear. 
Inſtead of me, you of your Gueſt ne Care. 
But you forget your Lord's and 
Nor take you any care of Love or me. 
And think you ſuch a thing as he does know 
The Treaſure that he holds 1 in holding vou? 
No, ai ut br lf yur Chr, 
He durſt not truſt em in a Strangers Arms. | 
If neither his nor my Requeſt can more, 
We're forc'd by n to 8 


PARIS w 
We ſhould be Fools ev'n greater Rk tas 
Should ſo ſecure a Time unactive he... 1 
Alone theſe tedious Winter Nights you "ui 
| In a cold Widow d Bed, and ſo do I. 7 
Let mutual Joys our willing Bodies j FRE 47 Ou 8 
That happy Night ſhall the Mid-day our-ſhine, 
Then will {wear by all the Pow xs above, 
And in their owfal! Preſence ſal my Love, ie 
Then, if my Wiſhes may aſpire ſo N ve 
I with our ur Flight ſhall win you to comply ; 5 90 7 
But if nice Honour little Scruples frame, Mus 
The F orce III we fhall vindicate your Fame. 
Of T heſeus and your Brothers I can lan, 

No Precedents ſommearly you concern; 1 

You Theſeus, they Leucippus Daughter 85 x ; 
Tl be Fourth in the illuſtrious Roll. at ge 
Well mann 4 well arm'd, for you my F os en. 85 
Aud waiting Winds murmur at our Delay. 15 

Thro' T; roy's throng'd Streets youſhall irinpbes 2 
Alord: as ſome new Goddeſs here below. ern BR 
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122 OVID's EPISTLES.” ic 
Where Cer you tread, Spices and Gums ſhall ſmoke, 
And Victims fall beneath the fatal Stroke. 
2 My F ather, Mother, all the Joyful Court, 
All Tray to you with Preſents ſhall br. 
Alas! 'tis nothing what I yet have ſaid, 
What there you'll find, ſhall what I write exceed. 
Nor fear, leſt War purſue our haſty Flight, 
And angry Greece ſhould all her F orce unite. 
| What raviſh d Maid did ever Wars regain? 
K vain the Attempt; and, Fear of f it as Vain. 
The Thracians Orith ya ſtole from far, 
Yet Thrace neer. heard the Noiſe of following War. 
Faſon too ſtole away the Colchian Maid, 
Jet Colchos did not Theſſaly invade. 
He who ſtole you, ſtole Ariadne too, 
' Yet Minos did not with! all Creet purſue. 


Fear 1 in theſe Caſes than the Dan ger 8 more, . 


, | And when the threat * Tempeſt once is s ofre, 


| Our Shame s then greater than our Fear before. 


, 8 . 
7 3 


PARIS HELENA. „„ 
But ſay from Greece athreatned War purſue, 
| Know I haue Strength and wounding . too.” : 
In Men and Horſe more numerous than Greece | 
Our Empire is, nor in its Compaſs leſs. 0h £107” 508 
Nor does your Husband Paris ought excel 
In Gen rous Courage, or in Martial Skill. 
Evn but a Boy from my ſlain Foes I nd 
My ftollen Herd, and a new Name attain dz 


Evn then o'ercome by me I cou'd produce 
Deiphobus and great Tioneus. 

Nor Hand to Hand more to be ear d: am I, 
Than when from far my certain Arrows fly. 
Lou for his Youth can no ſuch Actions feign, 
Nor can he &er my envy d Skill attain. 

But could he, Hector your Security, 
And he alone an Army is to me. 

You know me not, nor the hid Prowels find 
Of him that Heav' n has for your Bed deſign' 4 
Either no War from Greece ſhall follow thee, 
or it l does W ; 
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Courage | 
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on fire. 


ile all the Gods are kind, 
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ink I fear to fight 
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If you alone ſet the whole World 
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Prize would 
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All 
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To Sea, 
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Troy ſhall find 
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And all I promiſe, 
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By the Right Hoihrebte PH OP 94 5 
Earl of MULGRAVE, and Mr. DRIDEN. 
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3 0 e, receiv — the 9 — 0 By ile from RE, 
Paris, returns the following Anſwer : Wherein foe 
ſeems at firſt to chide him for his Preſumption in 


* 


writing as he had done, which could only proteed i: 
from his low: Gpinion of her Virtwe g- e. . = 
her ſelf to he ſenſible of the Paſſion which he hal 
expreſs ll for ther, the! ſhe much ſpected bir C.. 14 
ſtancy; and at laſt; diſtovers he 4 
. be favourable to him. The whole 3 L ea 


the eutream Ari ee of Woman-kind. 
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| 8 v EPISTLES. 
1 or thoꝰ a diſtant Country brought you forth, 

Your Uſage here was equal to your Worth.) 
Does this deſerve to be rewarded ſo?. 1 = = 


* 


—— 


Did y you come here a Stranger, or a F oe? =o 


1 „ Tour partial Judgment may perhaps complain, 
[ ; And think me barb rous for my juſt Diſdainz 115 
iẽlbrea chen let me be, but not unchaſtem. ff + 
4 Nor my clear Fame with any Spot defaced, 08 8 
| Tho in my Face there's no affected F rown, = F 
Nor in my Carriage a feign'd Niceneſs e. l 
I keep my Honour Kill without a Stain, * 7; 
Nor. has my Love made any Coxcomb vain. 5 . 


3 Your Boldneſs I with Admiration ſees” 1 
RE What Hope had you to gain a Queen like D 


N Becauſe a Hero forc d me once r BB 

Am [thought fit to be a ſecond Prey? | | 3 N A 

Had I been won, I had deſer d your Blame, My, 

= But ſure my part was nothing but the Shame, 8 nm» 
5 Let the baſe Theft to him no Fruit did bear, Fe 


1 m d unhurt 2 any ching but Fear, 16.988 WA 


1 a 


| HELEN' jo , PARIS: os u 1 
Rude Force might ſome unwilling Kiſſes gait 9 81 
But that was all he ever cou d obtain. 
Lou on ſuch Terms would ne er have let me goz 
Were he like you, we had not parted ſo. | 
Untouch'd the Youth reſtor d me to my Friends, £3 | 


/ 


And modeſt Uſage made me ſome amends. 1 
Tis Virtue to repent a vicious Deed; LEP. 


Did he repent that Paris might ſucceed? > 
Sure *tis ſome Fate that ſets me above Wrongs, 


Yet ſtill expoſes me to -bulic Tongues, r 142 
[1] not complain, for who's diſpleas'd with Love, 
[ it ſincere, diſcreet, and conſtant prove? 
But that I fear; not that I think you baſe, | 
Or doubt the blooming Beauties of my Faces 
But al your Sex is ſub ject to deceive, | SY 
And ours alas, too willing to believe. e 2 : 
let others yield: and Love o ercomes the beſt, £4 
But why ſhould 1 not thine above the reſtꝰ 
Fair Leda's Story ſcems at firſt to ben: 1 
A fit Example ready found for me; $2 | 
* . | 2 Hh But 
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But ſhe was Couſen'd by 7 borrow d Shape, Wt; 


0 And under harmleſs Feathers felt a Rape: 
I I would yield, what Reaſon could! = > 


By what Miſtake the loving Crime excuſe? 


Her Fault was in her pow'rful Lover loſt, 
But of what Jupiter have I to boaſt? 
Tho you to Heroes, and to Kings ſucceed, 
Our Famous Race does no Addition need, 
And great Alliances but uſeleſs prove 


To one that's come her {elf from mighty Jove. 
Go then and boaſt in ſome leſs haughty Place, 
l our Phrygian Blood, and Priam's ancient Race, 


Which I would ſhew I valu'd, if Idurſty 


You are the fifth from Fove, but I the firſt. : 


The Crown of Troy i is pow ful I confeſs, | 
But I have reaſon to think ours mo leſs. 
Your Letter fill'd with Promiſes of all 


That Men can good, and Women pleaſant, ith 


Gives Expectation fuch an ample F ield, 


As wou'd move Goddeſſes themſelves to viel; 
; | 8 7 1 But 


ut 
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But if I Cer Offend great Funo's Laws, 


Your {elf ſhall be the dear; the only Cauſez = | = 
Either my Honour I'll to Death iin, 15 
Or follow you, without mean Thoughts of Gain: 
Not that ſo fair a Preſent I deſpiſe; * 

We like the Gift, when we the Giver prize HRC 


But tis your Love moves me, which made you tale 


Such Pains, and run ſuch Hazards for my ſakes : 


I have perceiv'd (though I deſembled too) 

A thouſandThings that Love has made you dot 
Your eager Eyes would almoſt dazle mine, " (ines 
In which. (wild man) your wanton Thoughts wou'd 
Sometimes you d ſigh, ſometimes diſorder d ſtand, 
And with unuſual Ardor preſs my Hand; | 
Contrive juſt after me to take the Glaſs, * LT 
Nor wou'd you let the leaft Occafion pals, Be e 
Which oft I fear'd; I did not mind alone; 
And bluſhing fate for Things which you have done: * 
Then murmür d to my ſelf, hell for my ſake | 
Do any thing; [ hope *twas no Miſtake: | : 


ou 0 v1 D's EP 18 7 U K 8. 
Oft have! read within this pleaſing Grove, 
Under my Name thoſe charming Words, I Love. 
I frowning, ſeem d not to believe your Flame, 
But now, alas, 'am come to Write the ſame. | 

If I were capable to do amiſs, 

I could not but be ſenſible of this 
For oh! your Face has ſuch peculiar Charms, 
That who can hold from flying to your Arms 
But ac I ne er can have without Offence, 
May ſome bleſt Maid poſſeſs with Innocence. - 


* * i \ 


Pleature may tempt, but Virtue more ſhould move; 


O learn or me to want the Thing you Love. 
What you deſire is ſought by all Mankind: 

As you have Eyes, ſo others are not Blind. 

Like you they ſee, like you my Charms adore, 

They wiſh not leſs, but you dare venture more. 
Out had you then upon our Coaſts been brought, 

o My Virgin Love when thouſand Rivals ſought, 
I You had I ſeen you ſhould have had my Voice; 
Nor cou'd my Husband ad juſtly blame * Choice 


PP For 
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ELINA PARIS. © „„ 
For both our Hopes, alas you come too late! Eve + 
Another now is Maſter of my Fate. 
More to my Wiſh 1 cou'd have Lv d with you, 
And yet my preſent Lot can undergo. | 5 
cat. to ſollicit a weak Woman. WIE! 85 
And urge not her you Love, to ſo niuch Ul. 
But let me live contented as I mar, 
And make not my unſpotted Fame your 1 > 
dome Right you claim; fince naked to your Eyes wh. 
Three Goddeſſes diſputed Beauty's Prize. | Fe 
One offer'd: Valour, t' other Crowns, but ſhe 
Obtain d her Cauſe, who ſmiling _ an me. 
But firſt I am not of Belief ſo 8 
Jo think fuch Nymphs wou d ſhew you ſuch a Sight. . 
Let granting this, the other Part is feign'd: ml 
A Bribe ſo mean, your Sentence had not gairyd. 
With partial Eyes I ſhou'd my ſelf regard, 
To think that Venur made me her Reward: 
| bumbly am content with human Praiſes == 
& Goddeſs 8 ee wou d Envy raiſe: : ? 
WE RN = But 
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132 OVID” BPISTLBS. 
But be it as you ſay, for tis confeſt, 

9 he Men, who flatter higheſt, pleaſe us beſt. 
That I ſuſpect it, ought not to diſpleaſez 
For Miracles are not believ'd with eaſe. 
One Joy I have, that I had Venus Voice; 

A greater yet, that you confirm d her Choice; 

| That proffer'd Laurels, promis d Sov'raignty, 
Juno and Pallas you contemn'd for me. 

Am I your Empire then, and your Renown? 
What Heart of Rock but muſt by this be won? 
And yet bear Witneſs, O you Pow'rs above, 
How rude 1 am in all the Arts of Love! 1 
My Hand is yet untaught to write to Men: 
This is th' Eſſay of my unpractis d Pen: 


HFappy thoſe Nymphs, whom Uſe has perfect made; 


| T think all Crime; and tremble at a Shade. 
_ Evn while I write, my fearful conſcious Eyes 
Look often back, miſdoubting a Surprize. 
For now the Rumour ſpreads among the Croud, 
At Court in Whiſpers, ME: in Town aloud: 
4 2 |  Diſſembſ 


H EL E N to P A R I 8. 5 OF 33 * I | 
Diſſemble you, what ger you hear em fs 1 FAR 
To leave off Loving were your better Way, 2 ty 12. 
Yet if you will diſſemble i it you may. 

Love ſecretly: the Abſence of my . ; 

More Freedom gives, but does not all afford: , 

Long is his Journey, long will be his Stays 

Call'd by Affairs of Conſequence away. 4 

Jo go or not, when unreſolv d he ſtood, bal 

I bid him make what ſwift Return he cou'd : 

Then kiſſing me, he ſaid, [ recommend. | 

All to thy Care, but moſt my 7 rojan Friend. 

I ſmil'd at what he innocently ſaid, _ | ' 
And only anfwer'd, You ſhall be obey'd. 

Propit 10us Winds have born him far from hence, 

But let not this ſecure your Confidence. © 

Abſent he i is, yet abſent he commands, 

Lou know the Proverb, Princes have lung Hinds 

My Fa: ame s my Buethien, for the more Pm prais d, 

A juſter Ground of Jealouſic is raid. 7 


X* $5 1 K 4 Were 


— 


Were I leſs fair, I might have been more bleſt: 
| Great Beauty through great Danger is poſſeſ. 
To leave me here his Venture was not hard, 
Becauſe he thought my Virtue was my Guard. | 
He fear d my Face, but truſted to my Life, 
The Beauty doubted, but believ'd the Wik. 
You bid me aſe th Occaſion while I can, 
Put in our Hands by the good ealic Man. 
I wou'd, and yet I doubt, twixt Love alk Fear 


One draws me from you, and one brings me near. 


Our Flames are mutual, and my Husband's done 


The Nights are long; I fear to lye alone: 
One Houſe contains us, and weak Walls divide, 
And you're too preſling to be long deny d: k 
Let me not live; but ev'ry Thing conſpires 
To] join our Loves, and yet my Fear retires. 7 


; r 
A Rape is requiſite to ſhame-fac'd Joy. £10 


| Indul gent to the Wrongs which we receive, 
Our Sex ean ſuffer what we dare not give. 


14 OVID. BPISTL EIN . 


7 


You court with Words, when you ſhou'd Force im- 


HELEN: 15 PARIS. 8 * * 15. — 
vat have 1 Gaid! for boch of us were bet, at 
Our kindling Fires if each of us ſuppreſt. ale bach 
The Faith of Strangers is too prone to c ange, 
And, like themſelves, their wand'r ring mn, 
Hypfipile, and the fond Minonian Maid, 
were both by truſting of their Gueſts ewe: 

How can I doubt that other Men deceive, FR a 
When you your ſelf did fair OEnone leave? 3 HF 

But leſt I ſhou'd upbraid your Freachery,” oF HOY 

You make a Merit of that Crime to me; 25 9 5 1 Fl | 
Yet grant you were to faithful Love . 55 6 
Your weary Trojans wait but for a Wind. 5 
Should you prevail, while I aſſign the Night, oY | 
Your Sails are hoyſted, and you take your Flight: © t 
dome baw ling Mariner our Love deſtroys, Wn 
And breaks aſunder our unfiniſh'd Joys. | 1 3 
But J with you may leave the Spartan Port, 

To view the Trojan Wealth, and Priam 8 Court. 

Shown while I ſee, I ſhall expoſe my Fame; — 
And fill a foreign Country with my Shame. 


136 VID STE ES. | | 
In Afa what Reception ſhall I find? | NN . N 
And what Dithonour leave in Greece behind? . nn, 
What will your Brothers, P, riam, Hecuba, 

And what will all your modeſt Matrons ſay? 1 

Evn you, when on this Action you reflect, 0 
| My future Conduct juſtly may ſuſpect: 

And what cer Stranger | lands upon your Coat 

Conclude me, by your own Example, loſt. 
| I from your Rage, a Strumpet's Name hall hear, | 
- While you forget, what Part in it you bear. 


e 


PA 


You my Crime's Author, will my Crime nd 
Deep under Ground, Oh let me firſt be laid! 

JI You boaſt the Pomp and Plenty of your Land, | 
| And promiſe all ſhall be at my Command: 

Tour Trojan Wealth, believe me, I deſpiſe; z 
My own poor Natjve Land has dearer Ties. 


J 


_ Shou'dI be injur d on your Phrygian Shore,” 
| 3 What help of Kindred cou'd I there implore2 . 3 

Medea was by Jaſon s Flatt'ry won: bs # 
I may, like her, believe and be undone, . 


— — — 


Plain 


HEILEN to 5 PARIS, hol is; 
Plain honeſt Hearts, like mine, ſoſpeck n no a 1 
And Love contributes to its own Deceit. e 
The Ships, about whoſe Sides loud Tempeſts roar, 
With gentle Winds were wafted from the Shoar. 

Your teeming Mother dreamt a flaming Brand 

Sprung from her Womb confum'd the Ten 

To ſecond this, old Prophecies conſpire, ES 
That Ilium ſhall be burnt with Grecian Fi ire: 1 
Both give we Fear, nor is it much i 

That Venus is oblig d our Loves to ald. e 


For they who loſt their Cauſe, W will cake, * 
And for one Friend two Les ies you make. | 

Nor can I doubi.; but ſhou'd I follow you, 

The Sword would ſoon our fatal Crime purſaer 

A Wrong ſo great my Husband - Rage would rouze, 
And my Relations would his Cauſe eſpouſe. 

You boaſt your Strength and Courage, but, alas! 

Your Words receive ſmall Credit from your Face. 
Let Heroes in the duſty Field delight, 


Thoſe Limbs were faſhion' d for an F 1 icht. 
3 Bid 


2338 G VID EPISFLES. 
Bid Hector fally from.the Walls of Trey, 
A ſweeter Quarrel ſhould your Arms imploy. | 
Let Fears like theſe, ſhou'd not my Mland d perplex | 
Were I as Wiſe as many of my Sex. 
But Time and you may bolder Thoughts inſpire; | 
N And 1 perhaps may yield to your Deſire. 
Lou laſt demand a private Conference, | 
Theſe are your Words, but I can gueſs your Senſe, 
| Your unripe Hopes their Harveſt muſt attend: ar 
Be rul d by me, and Time may be — 
This i is enough to let you underſtand, 
For my now Pen has tix'd wy tender TO 
My Woman knows the Secret of my Heart, 
1 And may hereafter better News impart, * 
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geen 
The Rape of Helen having carry d ali the Grecian 
Princes to the Siege of Troy; Ulyſſes among the | 
reſts there ſignaliz'd his Manhood and Prudence | 
particularly, But the Siege at an end, and he not © 
returning th the other Captains, Penelope ſends - 7 
this Letter in queſt of him. She had render d her 
ſelf as deſervedly famous on her part by reſiſting 
all the while the Importunity of her Surtors with 
an unuſual Conſtancy and Fidelity. She complains 
to Ulyſſes of their Carriage, ſhe likewiſe tells him © © 
her Apprehenſions and Fears for him during 'the 
War and ſince ; acquaints him with the ill 2 1 
Here 


* 


of his Family through his Abſence, and ares 
„ refiew Heme of 00 ny en; EE 


right again. 


* 
o 


O Your Penelope at length break home, 


2 Send no Excuſe, nor ſtay to write, but comes | 
Our Trouble long, Troy does not hold you nows, —_ *? 
Nor twenty Troy's were worth all this ado. ood 
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Wou⸗ d ſome juſt Storm and raging Seas had around 


The Rufflan, when for Lacedemon bound; 

1 ſhould not then of tedious Days complain, | 
Nor cold a Nights, and comfortleſs have lain; 
Nor ſhould this Pains to paſs the Ex nings take, 
And work, and weave, en till my Fi Wer ake. 
1 always fear d worſe Dangers than the true, 

(As always Love unquiet Fears purſue) | 

Fancy'd thee by fierce Trojans compaſs d n 


And Hectors Name ſtill ftruck me to the Ground. 


| When told of Neftor's Son, by Hettor ſlain, . 


Streight Neſtor's Son rouz d all my F ears n. * 


When for his Sham how dear 7 paid: 
1 wept to find that Wit no better ſped. 
Tlepolemus by Trojan Jau lin kill', 
Through all my Veins an Icy Terror thrill a 


Whatever Greeks miſcarry din the Fra ; 
I fainted, and fell (well nigh) dead as they. 


Heav' n for chaſte Love has better Fate in ſtore; 


My Husband lives, and Troy is now. no more. 


r e e e r LOS _ On "oy 


Out 


My 2 


ut 


" PENELOPE + ULYSSES. 


Our Captains well return d, dun, Py 


And T emples all Barbarian Booty crams; 5 


For their ſafe Loyes the Women Off rings e. 


And Trojan Fates by ours defeated Sing. * 
All ſtand amaz'd to hear both old and young, 
And Iiſt ning Wives upon their Husbands wad «v1 
dome on the Table draw. each bloody Fight, 
And ſpilling Wine the whole ſad 7 Had write, 
This Simois, that the Sj gean Land, 

And there did Priams lofty Palace tand. 
Here skulkt Ulyſſes, there Achilles. dard, 


There Hector torn, the foaming Horſes ſcar d. 
All did old Neſtor to your Son explainz 1 e- 
To ſeek you ſent, who told me all again, HER 

Your Sword how Dolon, no, nor Rheſus feap' Wi 


Banter'd the one, this taken as he napp d. 


Fool-hardy you, and us remembring e 
Nightly amidſt thoſe Thracian Tents to ſteal, 

There Numbers. lay, one only aiding: thee, | 
Thou haſt been Wile andou'dit have thou ghron me. 


% — a , 
g e | ; Sti 
7 5 , N 
5 1 4 
— | — - 
; \ 
> x4 7 \ * 
vw 


x pant 1 nl bor all in — he; Ya 
| Round your Friends Camp thoſe T, hracian Steeds { you 
But what avails it me that Trey did yield, (dre. 
And by your'Proweſs now the Town's a Field> 
As when Troy ſtood, I ſtill remain alone, 

Tie Effect continues, tho'the Cauſe i is gone, 

To others fack'd, to only me upheld, 
Ev'n whilſt it lies by Greek Abiders tid. 1 
For Priam's Tow rs, now lofty Corn appears, 
And Phrygian Blood a pond'rous Harveſt rears 
No Houſe remains, nought of a Trojan found, 
| VUnleſs you dig their Bones from under Ground. 
Where art thou Conqu rorꝰ what detains thee now? 
Or may not J your new Atchievements know! | 
What-ever Skipper hither comes: +-ſhore, 
For thee ask, and ask him oer and oer; 

Nor parts he, till I ſcribble half a Sheet, 

"To give thee, ſhould ye ever chance to meet. 

We ſent to Pylos, Neftor's ancient Seat, . 
From Fylus we no certain Tidings get : | a7 


Blames. my Delay, and chides and ſhakes his Head.” * 


ECO 7 8. 25 01 YSSE 8.8 
To mit the Spartans not ng know, M 
What Courſe vou ſteer, nor where you wander not 
Woud thoſe ſame God -builr Walls were ſtanding fill} 

(Now I Repent that Cer wiſt'd em ill) 10 wa 0 5 5 : 
Then wherethou fought ft, Iſurely ſhould have learn rj 

Nor ſave. for Was, the common Grievance, mourn'd. 

Now, what I know not, all I madly ta, e 
And a wild Field lies open to my Care. 
By Sea, or Land whatever Dantes. tet 1 5 ; 
Thoſe I ſuſpec the Cauſes of your Sta. 1. 2 
Whilſt thus 1 fimply muſe, who. knows your) - Mind; _ 


Perhaps abroad ſome other Love you find: * 1 
Perhaps to her your dowdy Wife define,” ac 96 5 


Who knows no more; ſo that her Op band! bel 2 5 5 4 


Noz vaniſh jealous Thoughts, nor frighrmem mori WA -R 


He wou'd be with me, were it in his Power. is i 


My Sire would force me from my Widows bel. 5 THY 


* 


* 


Let him chide on, yours ſtill, yours ovly, ** 3 8801 
rare unf eas. 


C N 0 v 1D EPIS TL E S. 
| Yet by my chaſte Defires, and Virtue bent, 
His Temper does a little now Relent. e 
Fr From Crete and Samos, Rhodes and 2 fer out; 
To Court me come a wild unruly Rout; 

Who revel in your Houſe without controul, | 52 
And eat, and waſte your Means, our Blood and Soul 
Of Meden, Poꝶybus, Piſander, fell? 
eke, alas, why ſhould I tell 

With many more, (you ſadly out o'th' EY 


The Beggar Irus, and that Goat-herd Clown, 
4 Melanchius, range and rummage up and down. 
Ss kept your Houſe, ſuch ſtout Defenders we, 
A helpleſs Wife, old Man, and little Boy 
Whom late b y Treach ry we had well nigh lot, 
| Gainſt all our Minds as he to Pylos croſt: 
But Heay ns preſerye him till he die 1 in Court, 
Having firſt clos d mine Eyes, and alſo yours, 
Thus the old Nurſe, the Hind, and Hogherd pray; 
Trus Servants al and faithful in their Way. \ 
Diſarme 
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95 Feed here, and on your Subſtance let em prey.” 4 
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iſarm'd by Age, Laertes is not fit; 
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Amidſt thoſe Bullies to maintain 


= 1 — 


8 C 


To Strength, but yet he needs his Father's 


I, what aml? Alas my Help is ſal 
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Stoength and Sagte of uf ell. 


So may the Old 
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Who in my Bloom did at your Parting mourn, 
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be ARG 6UMENT. 


| The Deſire of gaining the Golden Fleect; put Jaſon 

upon a Voyage to Colchos. In his Paſſage, he 

ftopp'd at the Iſland of Lemnos, of which Place 

_ Hypſipyle was then Queen, fam for her Pious 

' ſaving of her Father Thoas, in a general. Maſ- 
ſacve of the Men there by the Women' of that 
"I Her Entertainment of Jaſon was ſo kind, 
as induced him to ſtay there two Tears, at the 
end of which he left the Iſland, and the Queen, 
(then big. with Child, )' and after a: thouſand 
Vows of C onſtancy, and a ſpeedy Return, purſues 
his firſt intended Voyage,and arrives at Colchos, 
where Ata was King. Medea his Daughter 
ale in Love with Jaſon, and by her Charms he 
gain d the Golden Fleece; withwhich, and Me- 
1 dea, he faiÞ 4 home to Theſſaly. H ipyle, hea- B 
ring of his Landing with her more. 45 Rival 


Medea, writes him this Epiſle. M 
L Aden, they fay, with Faſon's Golden Prize, * 
Free 8 in Theſulis Harbour lies. "= 6. 

| 5 5 1 Ne =” 


HYPSIPYLE » 10 „IA 
1wbuld Congratulate your ſafe Return, | 
But from your Pen I ſhould that Safety learn. 
bi: When from my ſlighted Coaſt you bore away, NS: 
| Spight of the Winds you ſhow'd leſs F aith, than They. 
by twas too much renjoy my deareſt Lord, 


Sure I deſerv'd one Line, one tender Word. 8 

Why did Fa ame firſt, and not their Conqu ror, how, 
bos War'sfierce God fax histam d Bulls at Pow. 4 
How thi Earth-born Warriours role, and how they! fell 
11 their own Swords, without your conqu SAR. 
; | How i in your Charms. the fetter d Dragon W... 
„ Wag your bold Hand bore the curld Gold an 
a When doubtful Tongues ſhall Jaſon's Wonders tell, | 
Would 1 could ſay, See h here 8 my Oracle. i . ; 2 


„ dur che unkind Loves Silence 1 deplore, Ka 5 I 
: Your Heart ſtill mine, [ would defire no more: T 1 
7 But ah, that Hope i is vain * Witch a. 5 N 
My fancy'd Pleaſures, and my promis'd Joys. ; Y 5 5 
Would I could fay (but, oh, Loves Fears too . 
Would a Rand len Jaſon wrong, 10% 2 1 


— ob BPISTEES 
Lately a Cueſt came from th Hemonian Land: Py 


He fatally roce 
Would hide, yer ſhews the F alſeneſs of your Heart. 


My Door ſcarce reach d, with . ranſport I Ae * 
How fares my Faſon? His fad Look he bore, | 


1 Fixt with an ominous Silence on the Floor. 
My Robes I tore; and thus, with Horror, cry a 
Lives he? or with one Wound both Hearts muſt bleed? 

He lives, faid he; to which I made him ſwear: ; 
9 He ſwore by Heav” n, yet ! retain d my F. ear. 
My Senſe return d to ask your Deeds; he ſaid, 


That the yok d Bulls of Mars in Chains you led. F- 
The Snakes own Teeth a Crop « of Heroes bore, 


: Whilſt : a rough native Caſe their Limbs huskt oer: 
0 And by their own Inteſtine Fury ſlain z j 


One Day's ſhort Age compleats their actiye Reign. 

Again Lask, Do's my dear Jaſon live? 

Such Ebbs and Flows Love's Fearsand hos do ge: 
roceeds, and with much Art, 


Ah, where's your Nuptial F aith, that flatt ring Stile, 
A” 8 Torch, v more fit to 1 m_ 1 Fi untal Pile! 


7 


e, 


But i in my City, Roof, my Soul receiv Oy 
8 or two bleſt Years my darling Faſon liv d. 


Here no bright Ram with golden Glory ſhone, | 


Their Guard has been my Life 8 ſecureſt Shield, | 


4 


F orc'd the third Summer to a ſad F arewel, 1 5 Wc 
| Mint with his Tears theſe parting Accents ful 
Do not at our divided Fates repine, 1 roy « 


Thine I depart, to return ever Thinks" 


May our yet unborn Pledge live long, to prove | W 
The Object of its Rival Parents Love. / L 7 Fo 0 


* 


Hs IPY L E to o JA 80 90 14 
g nenne lawleſs Plea: to Faſon's Lore; 52657 
Jano and Hymen our juſt Chaplets wove: 
Ah. nol not theſe mild Gods: : . Erinnys Hand, 
At our curſt Rites held her infernal Brand. 

| Why to wy Lemmos did your Veſſel ſteer? 
Or why, fond Fool, did q admit you here? 


Nor! was my Lemos the Ætean Throne. 2 5 1 | P 4 1 
At firſt—{but Fates all faint Reſolves wihſtand) 
1 thought r expel you with a female Hand. 
The Lemnian Ladies are in Arms well «kill d: 
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Twixt Sighs and Tears chro thoſe falſe Gales did pour 


I Theſe falſer Show rs, till G rief could ſpeak no more. 


You were the laſt the fatal Argo reach'd, - | 
| Whoſeſwelling Sails th'orehaſty Winds had frethta | 
Tune furrowing Keel the Seas green Surface plou gh 1 
Lou to the Shore, to th Seas I gazing bond. 

1 haſte J ran to an adjacent Der: 


NMI Tears oer all my Face and Boſome ow r. | 


There my wet Eyes my wafted Soul purſue, 


And ev'n beyond their natural Opticks flew. 

A thouſand Vows for your Return I made, 
Tou are return d, and they ſhould now be. paid. 

My Vows for curs'd Medea's Triumphs pay! | 
3h Heart to Grief, my Love to Rage gives way. 
Shall I deck Temples, and make Altars ſhine, 
For that fal fe Man that lives, but lives not mine! 
I never was ſecure. 'Twas my long Dread; 

- You by your F n Choice a Greek mighty Wed. 
To no Greek Bride, t an unenpected F oe, 
wy; Wounds 1 ta Barbarian Harlot 0 owe: W 
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Nor are her Slaves the Trophies of her Eyes. 15 


dhe curbs the Waves, and ſtops the rapid F loods hi 


Your * * her Sorceries wer wrought; — F 


HYPSIPYLE' = JASON. —_— 
Onewho by Spells and Herbs, does Hearts furprize: TT 4 


—_ 


She from her Courſe the ſtruggling Moon woul 1h old, 5 0 
The Sun himfelF in Magick Shades into: 


And from their Scats removes whole Rocks and Woods. 
With her diſhevelPd Hair che wand ring Hag 

Does half. burnt Bones from their warm Aſhes 4 
In molten Wax, tho' abſent, kills by Art, 4 
um d with her Needle, goars a tortur'd Heart. 2 
Nay, what Deſert and Fe orm ſhould" onl y move, 
By Philters ſhe ſecures her: Jaſon's Love. FI 
How can you doat on ſuch infernal Charms, - 
And ſleep ſecurely in a Hrens Arms? 1 
Lou, as the Bulls, ſhe does t her Yoke ſubdue,” | 


” * 


And as ſhe tam'd the Dragons, Conquers you. 
Though your great Deeds, and no leſs Race $4 an, 


Linkd to that Fiend your ſullied E ame is loſt. 
Nay by che cenſuring World tis juſtly thought, 


— 5 


7 


WHAT. 


352. OVID? EPISTL a my 
And the Phryxean Ram's Triumphant Ou, 
They ſay, not Jaſon, but Medea bore. | 
This Northern Bride your Parents Wan 1 8 
Conſult your Duty in your Nobler Love. 69 
Let ſome wild Scythian. her loath d Bed poſſeſs, 
A Miſtreſs only fit for Savages. | 


| Faſon, more falſe, more changeable than Wind, | 


. Vows no Weight, and Oaths no 'Pow'r to bind? 
Mine you departed; ah, return mine too, 

Let my kind Arms their long loft Scenes renew. | 
f high Birth, and great Names your Heart can turn, 
Know, I'm the Royal 7 hogs Daughter born. 
Bacchus my Grandfire i is, whoſe Bride divine 

All leffer Conſtellations does out- nine. 

My Dow'r Theſe and Fertile Lemnos make, = 
All theſe and me, thy Equal Title, rake TER 
Nay Pma Mother: A kind Father be, 

And ſoften all the Pains Ive born for . 
Yes Heay n with Twins has bleſt our Genial Bed; 
And would you in their Looks their Father read? 


\ '4 


A His 


"HYPSIPY L B to ; JASON. | oy 
His Sear rous Smiles they are too young to wears 
In all things elſe you 1 find your Picture chere; 
lad ſent thoſe Envoys | in theſe Letters ſtead, 
Boch for their own and Mother's Wrongs to oy 
Had not their Stepdame 5 Murthers bid em ras” 


Too dear a Treafin re for chat Monſter 8 Pls 


Would her deaf Rage, that rent her Brother's Bones, bo 
d: Spare my young Blood, or hear their tender Groans? N 0 
Yet in your Arms this dearer Traitreſs lies; of 
Above my Truth, you this falſe Pois'ner prize. 1 

a, This mean Adult rate Wretch was baſely kind; 8 
Loves facred Lamp our chaſte Imbraces Jain. 1105 
Her F ather ſhe betray d, mine lives by me, 
| Lemnos Pride, ſhe Colehos Infamy. 
And thus her Guilt my Piety outvies, 
Whilſt with i Cries her Dow! r your Heart the buys. 
F alle Man, I blame, not wonder at the Rage” | 
Oth Lemnian Dames:W rongs do all Arms. 1 ingage./ 


Anh 0 


754% OVID» EPISTLES. 


Suppoſe, i in Vengeance to your Guilt, juſt Hears 1 
| Had on my Shore the perjur d Foſon driy n; * 
; Whilſt I with my young Twins to meet you came, D 
And made you call on Rocks to hide your Shame. I" 
How could you look upon my Sons and Me? 1 
Traitor, what Pains, what Death too bad for the! A 


f Perhaps indeed I Faſon had not hurt, 
: But tis my Mercy more than his Deſert: I 
The Harlots Blood had ſprinkled all the Place, 
| Daſh din your faithleſs, and once charming Fac ace. 
I to Medea, ſhould Medea prove: DE eb 231 
x And if Jove hears che Pray'rs of injur d Love, 
May that loath d Hag, that has my Bed i injoy 4 
Be by my Fate a her own Arts deſtroy d. 
Like me a Mother, and a Wife forlorn, 
5 Be from her Raviſh'd Lord and Children torn... 
May her W gotten 'F rophies never laſt, 
| But round the World be th hunted Monſter chac d. 
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| Thoſe Dooms her Sire, and murther d Brother met, 9 
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May ſhe ther Husba 
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Driv'n from the World, let her arent che tis. 


| Till i in Deſpair by her own Hand he die. 4 


Thus wrong d Tboantius prays, your Lives 


An Execrable Pair, in a Dete 5 d, | 
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2 The A R G UM EN T. 


Jaſon arrives with his Companions at Colchos, 
where the Golden Fleece was kept, which before 
bie can obtain, he is to undertake ſeveral Ad. 
ventures; firſt to yoke the Wild Bulls, then to 
_ . ſow the Serpent's Teeth; from whence ſbould in.. 
 fantly riſe an Army, with which he muſt in- 
counter; and laſily, to make his Paſſage by the Q, 
Dragon that never ſlept, In order to this, he 
ſollicits Medea, Daughter to the King, and bil. N. 
ful in Charms, by whoſe Aſſiſtance (on Promiſe 
"of Love) he gains the Prize. Then flies with MO. 
her; the King purſues them, Medea kills her I, 
_ little Brother, ſcatters his Limbs, and whil ſt 
the King ſtays to gather them up, eſcapes with 
- her Lover into Theſſaly; where ſbe reſtores de. 
crepit Fon to his Touth. On the ſame Promiſe 
er ſuades Pelias his Daughters to let out their 
Father's Blood, but deceitfully leaves them Guilty 
e Parricide. For this, and other Crimes, Jaſon 
' Caſts her off: Marries Creuſa Daughter to 


| 


MEDEA. to | JASON, 1 


8 of Corinth; on which rbe enrag'd Medea, 
according to the e Tranſports of her Paf- 
ſion, writes this TOI ſoothing, "__ nen- 


QA ing Ep iftles W 
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1 Et I found Ecifure, though a Queen, to free 
Ye Magick Arts thy Grecian F riends and Thee; 3 

The Fates ſhou d then have finiſh'd, with my Reign, 

fte Life that'fince was one continu'd pat: | 


Who wou a have dreamt the Youth of diſtant Greece, 0 
Shou'd cer have ſail d to ſeize the Phrygian wenn 

+ That thi Argo ſhou'd in View of Colchos Ride! , A 4 
to A Grecian Arwy ſtem the Phaſias Tide! — 
Why were thoſe Snares, thy Locks, ſo tempting e! 


7 A Tongue fo falſe, fo pow rful to perſuade! | 

il- No doubt but he id had ſo raſhly ſought - 

% You Shore, with the fierce Bulls unſpelld bad . 4 
% N fondly too th Arme bearing Seed had fowi | + 
ith Til by the Crop the Tiller were o erthrown, . I 
by How, many Frauds had then expir'd with ee! 

heir 


N many killing! Feels emo d from me! 
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2 From whence a ſudden Hoſt of Foes muſt grow. 


Tis ſome Relief, when il Returns are dg 
With Favours done th Ingrateful to upbraid; 

This Triumph will afford ſome little *. 

15 F. alſe Foſon leaves me This 

When firſt your doubtful Veſſel 000 our oh 

: And you had Entrance to my Father's Court ; 
There was 1 then, what now your new Bride 8 here, 

My Royal Father might with her' $ compare. 

h With Princely Pomp was your Arrival gracd, 

8 The weanelt Grat on Brian Beds we plac d. 

Then firſt I gad my Liberty away! 15 

5 And date my Ruin from that fatal 9271 

F ate puſht me on, and with your Charms tand; 

1 1 view d your ſparkling Eyes till I was blind. 

You ſoon perceiv d, for who coud ever hide 

A Flame that by 1 its own Light i is deſery'dF 

But now that Tasks propos d, and thou muſt tame 

"Fe Bulls with brazen Hoofs, and Breath of Flame 

| With theſe the fatal Field thou art to Plow, - 1 4 


* 
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12 5 ME DEA 2. JASON: ; 
5 val. ail to the Galden-Prey 3 
The berg fe Dragon guards the Way. | ; 5000 my 
Thus ſ ſpake the King; yourKnightsftart aun Fa, 
And evin your Checks a pale Deſpair confeſt. 
t, Where then was your ador'd Creuſa : ben 
And where her Father Creon's bo aſted Pow? 
re, Sad vent ſt thou forthz-my pitying 12. _ 
lightd,. ind after ſent a ſoft Adieul. THC n 7 | 
h reſtleſs Tears I ſpent that tedious hog -"- 
Preſenting ſtill thy Dangers 1 to my Sicht; 1 EF: 5 ' 1 
The Savage Bulls, and more the Savage Hoſt, , 0 I 
But th! horrid Serpent did affright me moſt! ; LEE 8 1 
dus toſt with Fear and Love, (Fear ſwell ame Fl I 
My Siſter early to my Appartment W ˙˙] | i 
ad and dejected ſhe-ſurpriz'd me there, ; 6 A $ 
With Eyes diſtilling, and diſnevell d has, 2 10 * 83 3 | 
me In your behalf ſhe ſought: me, nor e coud ee oy * 4 
lam 4 Aid for you, it freely as Lgavel | I * 0 241 1 155 1 
IA Grove thete.in, an awful gloowy Shade, . 35 4 
he o cloſe for en the darin EW. 
IEE Thoſe. 
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Theſe Wood with bes Dis Fare we hel 


2 Tür midſt tho Coda on high Tripods plc d. 


5 There (if that Phice you can romember ret, 
Wo have forgotten Me) 'rwas there we mot. 
hen, thus in ſeſt &vluding Sounds you ſaid— 


„Take Pity on our Suff ringe, Royal Maid! | 


4 Refb pleas dz Thou haſt the Pow r to kill, but give 
© Proofs of Diviner Might, and make us Lire! 

« By our Diſtreſſes (which thy Art alone 

Has Pow 'r to ſuccour,) By ür all ſeeing Sun, 
y the chiſts Deity that governs here, A 

< And whit Cer elfe you Sacred hold or Dear, 
E Tul pity. on our Youth, and bind us ſtill 
„Eternal Servants to Medee's Will! 
And if a Stranger's Form can touch your Mind, 
I (If ſuch bleſt Fate was det for me deſign'd!) 


« This Fleſh to Duſt difſolve, this Spixir o A 
« When I think any but du dea Fair. e 

« Be conſeious Juno, witneſs to my Vow, . 

" And this rend Goddeſs at whole $ Shvine we bon 
Tour 


” . 
” * 
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MEA A JASON. 
mir e e ee 
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To be by her more pow'sful T : 0 
1 yield—and by my Art inflryt i h 
To yake the Bra-booft Bulls, and | make” em Mw N 
Then with a daring Hand you ſoup the Field, 
That for ati Harveſt dars an Army yield; 
Ev'n I lock pale, bet le hv x6 Chin 
To ſee the wondrous Crop of ſhining Arms) 
Till th' Eqnth-bora Brothers in fierce Battel anf, 
Their ſudden Lives morg ſuddenly refign'd; 
The Serpent yext, a yet mare Gangrajs Til, | 
With ſcaly Boſam ploys the yielding Soil, 
Oerſbades the Field with vaſt expanded Wings, 
And brandiſhes in Air his threatning Stags! 
Were was Groſs at this needful gur? Dor: 
Where then were ber fam'd Phone apts «I 
Medea, that Medea; that js nau Fr 
Delpis'd, yhought Pogr, held held Gviny 0 by 199, 
Twas the that Charm the wakeful Dragon's Sight, 


on nen her apd ben arg zar A 0M 
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5 And hung us Piece-meal on the ragged Stones; ; 


1 Wrong d Seylla thus ſhou 4 uſe ingrateful Men! 


To merit you, what cou d In more have done? n . g 
My Father I betray, my Country e | , 
And all the Hazards of an Exile run! a 
Tho- whilſt 1 yield me thus a Robber' 8 1 LA 1. 
My. tender Mother i in, my Abſence dies, | 1 7 
And at her Feet my breathleſs Siſter lies. . * 
Why left I not my Brother too? —cold Fear vs 
Arreſts my Hand, and I muſt finiſh here ! ; w 
This Hand that tore the infant in our Flight, Ne 
What then it dar'd to Act, dreads now to Write | 
To the rough Seas undaunted I repair, My 

F or after Guilt, what can a Woman fear? The 


Ry ſcap dourCrimes thoſe Seas? we ſhould have o q 
For F alſhood thou, and I for Parricide, | 
The juſtling Illes ſhou'd there have daſh 4 our Bones 


Or Seylla gorg 4 us in her rav nous Den, 


Charibdis too Tſhou'd i in our Fate have ſhar * 


N or ought of our ſad Wreck as! Wh ira 125 
Te, oo 


— 


Yet ſafe. we reach your Shore: the Phrygian Flea om 

1 made an Of ring to the Gods of Greece. | : 

The Pelian Daughters pious bloody Deed | 
[ paſs that raſhly made their Father bleed 5 
Your Safety twas that drew me to this Fraud, 
The Guilt that others Blame, you ſhou'd: deni 
But ſtead of Thanks, your Court I: am forbid: 
Your ſelf forbad me; faithleſs Foſon did! | 
With none but my two Infants I departs 
And Faſon's F orm, that ne er forſakes my Heart. 
At length thy Rev ling Nuptial Songs ſurprize a 
My wounded Ear, thy Nuptial Torch my Eyes; 
The Rab le ſhout, the Clamour nearer drew, | 


And as it came more near, more dreadful SEE: 2 


0 


My Servants weep. in Corners, and refuſe 

h ingrateful Task of ſuch unwelcome New! 
yet forbear t enquire, tho ſtill my Breaſt x : he 
he dreadful Apprehenſions did ſuggeſt. | 
My youngeſt Boy now from the Window Gy a 


The e coming Pomp, and jocund chus he cry 'd, 
RS © £29 | « Look. | 
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— 


1 od 178. | 
Lüdke ober, Welet ſee where my Father Tas, II. 
1 * Wie hae er tr Glen kus au 


N 
| Atthis, y pale forſaken Breaſt I tore, W 
Nor ſpar d the Face, whiofe Beautkcs chat 6d wor A 

| Ales! whit did I fpate, eres cd L pare I 
My Honor, ſcarcely thes, eu'd ſeittcs forbtar T 
To force my Palſige to thy Christ nw, 0 I. 
„ And tear the Garland from thy perqur d Prom. pe 


|  Offended Fathit, not thy Griefs diſcharge! r. 
My Brother's Blood is now teren d at large. 
The Man (for whom led add injur'd Thee! 
Whoſe Love fole Comfort of tny Flight cou'd be) 


— 
LY 


Ti ingratefil Man has tiow forſaken mel 

I md the Bulls and K mee 188 
But for perfidions Love tio Spell can End: TY - 

Is The Deng bal Fits hy Ae Bere. M 

8 But not the Flames that rage within my Btraſt. du 
In Love my pow r full lt Herbs are uſeleſs made, Gu 


ln vainis a funini6h'd to wy A; 4 
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4% "MEDEA: 70 \ JASON. + 
an r Da, the Night in Watches en, 
No slumbers on my careful Brows deſcend: 
With Poppies Juice i in vain my Eren, 
And try the Charm that made che — 
I only reap no-Profit:from my Charms y 
They ſavd, but ſavd Thee for my Rinalis A 
There, cauſe you know ahe — 
perhaps yaredo-njuſtriexalaimon mel 
To tax my Manners, rally an my Tace, ; 
And anake th Adultroſs ſport with any Diſgracel . 
Laugh on proud Dame; but now h Fate ds — 
When thou ſbalt yet mare wretchellſbe hand! 
When wrongd Maura unreveng d fits dtill, 
Sword, Flame, and, poiſon, mn 
IH Pray'es theflinty Pafon's Breaſt can mae, 
My juſt Complaint will ſurs lutoeſiful puo 
Street" 4 at-thy Veer a fuppliantPrinoefaloe; 
buch was the Poſture, en ſbe:pity d Are. 
And oa Wiss diſcarded Tue fill, 
wi lafants fil are-thine, det chem prevail! | 
| M 4 


2 res ob EIS TI NS. 
80 handy ch. are mine, ſo much thy Likenieſs cn EB 
Fach Look Icaft, is follow'dby a Ter. 8 
Now by the Gods, by all our paſt Delights, 
By thoſe dear Pledges of our Am rous Nights. 
| Reſtore me to thy Love; I claim my Due, 
Be to my Merit, and thy Promiſe true. 
Tack thee not what I perform for thee, 
Jo ſet me from fierce Bulls —_— 
9 | only crave thy Love, thy Love reſtore, .- 
For which P've done ſo much, and ſuffer' a more. 
1 Doſt thou demand a Dow'r?—rwas paid that Day | 
| when thou didſt bear the Golden Fleece away: bp; | 
_ ThyLife'smy Dow'r, and thy dear Foll'wers Health, 
; The Youth of Greece ; weigh theſe withCrean s Wealth, 
' To me thou ow'ſt that thou art Creon' 8 Heir, | . 
That now thou liv'ſt to call Creuſs Fairhc7 © 
1 Louve wrong'd we All, and on you All- but hold, 
3 E I. oi erin Revenge too mighty to be told! 
i . My 7 Thoughts are now to th utmoſt Rum bent! | 
Perhaps l ſhall the fatal Rage repent. ING | 
; „ 
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ut on — for I (whate er the Miſchief be) . 
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Shall leſs repent than that I truſted thee! bo . 
The God alone that Rages i in my Breaſt, e 


#4 


wy 
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ſee the dark Revenge my houghts ſuggeſts 
only know. "twill ſoon effected be, : 
And when it be Vaſt, Worthy Me. ; 


* 
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The ARGUMENT. 


| Theſens, the Son of Egeus, having ſlain the Mr 
notaur, Promiſed to Ariadne — Daughter of 


Minos and Pafiphae, for the Aſſiſtance which ſpe 


| gave him, to carry her home with him, and make 

ber his Wife: So together with her Siſter Phædra 

_ they went on Board and ſaild to Chios, where 

-berng wund by Bacchus, be teft vnd 
Married her Siſter Phædra; who afterwards, in 

Theſeus her Husband's 4 ence, Flo in Love 

with Hippplytus her Son-in- Law, who had Vow'd 


_ Cedli and was 4 Hunter: Wherefore ſince 
ſhe cou not con veniently otherwiſe; choſe by 
this Epiſtle to give him an Account of her Paſſion. 


r Thou' rt unkind, 1 neer ſhall Health enjoy; 
Wet much I wiſh to thee, my Lovely Boy : 


E: . Ret this, and reading how my Soul is ſeizd, 


I Rather than not, be with my Ruin in pleasds | 5 
| | Thus 


3 


0 W JJV 
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US 


n »  HIPPOLYTUS. 1 105 ""N 
eee = 
By Letters Foes converſe, and learn to 1 
Thrice my {ad Tal, as I wo tell it tiy d. 


Upon my faultring Tongue abortive ayd: 


Long Shame prevail d,, nor could — yalny, 
But what 1 bluſk'd to ſpeak, Love made tne write. 


Tis dang'rous to reliſt the Pow t of Love, 


The Gods obey Rim, aud he's King above: | 1 
He clear d the Dvubty chat did wy Mind . i 
And promis d me to bring Thee hither bound: 
Oh may he come, and in that Breaſt of rhine 


Fix a kind Dan, ab mink it ume like mine! | 


15 a i 


Let of my Wedlock Vows Til toe no Cates! 


Search back through all my Fate, thouke Fl CY Y 
But Love long breeding, to worſt ee 5 0 


Outward unharin'd, within, within 1 burn! 
As the young Bull or Cotirfer yet untathd, 1 
When yok d or brid'd frft, N 3 
So my Urtpractis d Heart in Lowe can fh4A 3 
No WEE th unworted Weight fo lb; Nad. | 
When 


— 


. But if my Virtue hitherto has gain d. al" 


1 a x70. 0 1 D's E PIs TL EB. 1 71, 
| When young, Love's Pangs by Arts we "may reihove 
Fhut in our riper Years with Rage we love. 1; 

& To thee I yield then all my dear Renown, |, 

| g And prithee lets together be undone. þ bal, 
| Who would not pluck the.new-blown bluſhing Roſes 
Or the ripe Fruit that Courts him as it grows? 


A - Eſteem for Spotleſs, ſhall it now be ſtain de 
Oh in thy Lore I ſhall no Hazard run; 
Lis not a Sin, but when tis courſely done. | 
| And now ſhould Funo yield her FJove to me, * a: | 
Fd quit that Jove, Hippolyrus, for thee: 
Believe me too with ſtrange Deſires I change, | 

A Amongſt wild Beaſts I long with Thee to range, 
| N To thy Delights and Delia I encline, C1 
Make her my Goddeſs too, becauſe the 5 thine: 
I long to know the Woods, to drive the Deer, 9 
2 And oer the Mountains Tops my Hounds to chear, 
Shaking my Dart; then, the Chace ended, lye 


Pm 


833 
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E \ Seng d on the o And wouldſt not thou bey; 11 


| 
P + , 
** 


Oft 1 in u light Chariots 1 tk pleite 2 5 * 
And Toke ti thy elk ebe fur! ious Steeds "OY 
Now like 2 a 

Or old CybelsPiiefts, = nnd 1 ae 225 wo | 
When under Id Hill they Offrirgs Pay? : 
EW n ma#h as "thoſe the! Deities of Night 931 1 oy 
And Water, Trans and Dryais do affright; 


But ftill eat ch little Interval I gain, | 970.7205 


 Eafily bd tis Love breeds all my Pain ae 
Sure on our Race Love like a Fate does _ N 
And Venus will have Tribute of us alt” 5-522 1 
Ju lol Europe; whence my Father cams, 1 
And to 2 Bull transform d, enjoy d the L Dane: * 
She, like my Mother, languiſhr to n 
And filld her r Womb with Shame 28 well as | Pain: 15 25 . 


The faithleſs Theſess by ny Siſters s Ado x: 1 


The Monſter flew, and a ſife Conqueſt annoy! W 
Now 1 in that Famil my Right to fave," ent cit Bo 3th 
"3H at uſt on the lame Terms «Slave: ME ON 

5 ih al 8 448 5 A 9 


*% 1 
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' White was thy Robe, a Garland degk'd thy FW: 


„ 1. OVID? 22 78. ry 
To fatal to mp Hilber, and 19-006; 
She lod thy Father, but my e 
„ r 
For twapunkappy Nymphe by 30 podot. | 
When et our Vows were to Blewſis wid, 
Would I had in 3 Cf Grave berg laid 1 
Nos thars thoy didit 6 perſett Copqueſt zin, 
| Whilſt Love's fierce. Fearer reg jn gv r Vein 


| A modeſt; Bluſh thy comely Face osrſpread. | 
That Face which may be terrible in A. 
© Bur grateful fut to we, and full of hm: 
Tore dhe Men whale Faſhion's lealt his Care = 
And hate my Sexes Goxcombs fine and fair; 
: For whilſt thus plain dey careleſs Locks tet fly, 
Th unpolifh'd Form'is Beauty © in w Eye. | 
. Ir thou but ride, ieee 

K. I fix my Eyes, and wonder at thy Art: 
F . Jo ſee thee poiſe the Ja lin, moves dan 
4 Andal thou doſ i lovely ley Ws: 


* * 
* ** 
But 
F 
W 
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Alan's Love too Meteager jean 
| we. 


Where ps a — 
With cher, thro' davgirous Ways 
Ile rove, and fearleſs face tlie dreadful Boar. 
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As we could will, Old Tbeſeus is 


bk” Ib 171 u 7 17 e 
Between two Seas 2 little Iſthmus nes 

| Tyhere on eich Side Gigs Billows rie, 
There i in Trazene' I thy | 
| More beſt and pleas' ban wp! Nath cur. Nt 


> 
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I 

[ 
At Theſſs ; where Rake let unn te en ee x 
With lis Perithous . „ whom well Lee 2 We 100 | 7 
 Prefertd'above Hippolyras « or me. 11711 "P® ES = © 
0 

N 


Nor egen — 51 


My Brother firſt he edt ** fly! © ee ee . Bi 
Then from my Siſter falfly ran f i, carl 
And left'expox&'to ery Beaſt a Prey: 1 „17, 
A Warlike Quiee to thee thy Being gave, » - UW 
A Mother worthy of a Son ſo brave” No 
From cruel Theſeus yet her Death: did and 1 
Nor though ſhe gave Him thee, could make. him kind Aue 


 Unwedded too he Murtherd her in ſpight, DA 


nd 
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I wiſh at firſt Tad dy d of Mothers Pains - 181 
From which h himſelf ſo abjeRly is ftedÞ | (11 K 


| Of n ade ain then. = b 288 - +4 
| When old dull Saturn rul d the Rate as $a ob 01 


Jak B set 
Believe it his and none of Phadrass fault: 
Rather, thou faireſt Thing the Earth a, 


lb tt 


. 


How can ſt thou re rence then thy. Father's Bed, 1 


The in n not me, bat aur ure, 51 I 


But braver Jove taught Pleaſure was no Sin 7 70H 5 
And with his Siſter did himſelf bexin. for J 518 011 
Nearneſs of Blood, and Kindred bett we ne . 
When we expreſs it in the cloſeſt Love. | 12.7201 | 
Nor need we fear our Fault ſhould be reveal'dg _ 
Twill under near Relation be tonceaFd,  - bY: 
And all who hear our Loves, with Praiſe thall crown 5 
A Mothers kindneſs t to a eee 


5 2 
rm a 
$A 4 
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And then ſome Pity on my uff rings rake, 


176 OVID: ; EPISTLES. 

No need at Midnight i in the dark to ſtray, WIR W 
T' unlock the Gates, and cry, my oo this Way In 
No buſic Spies our Pleaſures to betray. / 5 W 
But i in one Houſe,” a8 heretofore, well live, * * 
in publick Kiſſes tikez/in publick, ge:  — ſr; 


Though in my Bed-thou' rt ſeen, twill gain Applauſ 
From all, whilſt none have Senſe to gueſs the Cauſe: 
Only make haſte, and let this League be. we: 
So may my Tyrant Love to thee be kind. 

For this T am an humble Suppliant grown; 10 55 
Now where are all my Boaſts of Greatneſs gone? 
I ſwore ! ne er would yield, reſoly d to fight, 
Deceivd by Love, that's ſeldom i in the right: 

| Now on my own I crawl, to claſp thy Knees; 


What 5 decent no true Lover cares or ſeese | 
f has: like a beaten Soldier, leaves the Place, 
But Beauty s Blyſhes till are in my Face. 
Forgive this ſond Confeſſion which I make, | 


* 
1 
Q * 


PHE 1 to 5 HIPPOLYTVUS. | "7 
What though midſt Seas my Father 8 Empire lies? 
Though my great Grandfire Thunder from the Skies 
What though my F ather's Sire in Beams dreſt ay, 


Drives round the burning Chariot of he U Day? . 


Bo may the Water-Nymphs i in Heat of Day; . 
Fhough thou their Sex deſpiſe, thy Thirſt . 


X 


Their Honour all i in we to Love's a Slave, 
Then though thou wilt not me, their Honour fave: : 
ove's famous Hand, Creet, in Dow r Ill bring, 
And there ſhall my Hippolyrus be King: 7 

For Venus ſake then hear and grant my Pray, 

So may'ſt thou'never Love a ſcornful a. 10 | II | 
. Fields fo may Diane grace thee fill, 4 5 
\nd e 17 Wood afford thee Game to ll 5 
Fo may the Mountain Gods and Satyrs all 25 5 "Ws 
ge kind, ſo may the Boar before thee fall, 


illions of Tears to theſe my Pray” rsIj join, 
| hich as thou read'ſt with thoſe dear ar Eyes of thine, 


toſt with Tempeſts, was at laſt caff 


: c 
* — 
- 
— 


The ARGUMENT. 
Eneas, the Son of Venus and Anchiſes, having, at 


the D8firndtivn of Troy, ſaved his Gods, his Va. 


. - © ther, and Son Aſcanius from the Fire, put to Sea 


with twenty Sail of Ships, and hav 


ng been long 
on the Shore 
of Lybia, where Queen Dido, Ying from the 
Cruelty of Pygmalſon her Brother, ho had 
killed her Husband Sichæus,) had lately built 
Carthage. — and his Fleer 
_ with greatGruility,. fell paſſiunately in Love with 
him, my in the end > hey him Ra the laſt Fa- 


vours. . Bat Mercury admoniſbing Eneas to go 


in ſearch, of Italy, (a Kingdom promiſed to him 
by "the Gbdr,) Be readily prepared to Obey him 
Dido ſaon perceived it, and having in vain try d 
, wall other means to ingage him ay Y at laſt in 
Defparr writes ro him r follows 


O, on Mzanders Banks, when Death is nigh, 


© The mournful Swan ſings her own Elegy. 


DO 10 ANEMS. = '4 
Not that I hope, (for oh, that Hope ware * 5 
By Words, your f. Affections to regain; 5% - : 4 
But having loſt what e er was warth mp . 1 
Why ſhould I fear toloſe a dying Pray? 
'Tis then reſoly d poor Dias muſt be left,” 
Of Life, of Honour, and of Love bereft! 7301. 
While you, with looſen d Sails, and Vows, prepare 
To ſeek a Land that flies the Searchers Care, | 
Nor can "my riſing Tow! rs Jour Flight reſtrain, . 
Nor my new Empire, offer d you in vain· Jn Ae 
| Built Walls you ſhun, unbuilt you ſeek; that, a. 
ls yet to Conquerz but you this Command. 
Suppoſe you | landed where your Wiſh, end, f 
Think what Reception Foreigners would a. 8 1 
| What People is ſo void of common Senſe, 15 | 
To vote Spcceſlion from l Native P rince? - W Y 
Let there new Scepters and new Loves you 44 255 I 
New Vows to plight, and plighted Vows to break: | 
wen will your Tow rack beightof Farthegrings'? 1 
Ur when, . Eyes n ſuch gui below? 1 
| F 3 | 


nn * 
,— ” 
- 1 8 


[of 


He Still I complain, and Rill I love him more. 
'H ve; hits Cupid, on my bleeding Heart, 


ov: 1 b. s BPISTL fs. 


If fuck ue Town; and Subjeds you cou'd ſee, - 


Still wou'd you want a Wife who lov'd like me. 
For, oh, I burn, like Fires with Incenſe bright; 


Not holy Tapers flame with j purer Light: * 


Anus 1s my Thoughts perpetual Theme: 


Their daily longing, and their Dream. 
5 Yet he ungrateful and obdurate o 
Fcol that I am to place my Heart ſo ill 


| 

1 

1 

T 

[ 

B 

I 

1 

My felf 1 cannot to my ſelf reflore: | Ps 8 
| A 
* 

A 

K 

Ne 

W 
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And pierce thy Brother's with an equal Dart. 


le: Nor canſt thou Venus Offepring be, 
Loves Mother cou'd not bear a Son like thee. 


Fro rom harden dC 1 Oak, or r from a Rock's cold Wd, | 


Or on obfh [II from their Plas torn, 
Got by the Winds, and i in a Tempeſt born: 


_- Lili that which how, thy trembling Sailors rat: I. 
Like that, whoſe Rage ſhould till detain thee here. e 


, . 
4 7 
- 4: * 5 — i 
; 5 : « hol 
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 *DIDO rw ANEAS. 4 tr 
' Behold how high the Foamy Billows bl. 
The Winds and Waves are on nn 
Jo Winter Weather and a ſtormy Sea, 
vil owe what rather I wou'd owe to thee. 
Death thou deſery' ſt from Heav'ns avenging n 
But Fm unwilling to become the Cauſe. | 
To ſhun my Love, if thou wilt ſeck thy Fate, 
Tis a dear Purchaſe, and a coſtly Hate. _ 5 
Stay but a little, till the Tempeſt ceaſe, © | * 
And the loud Winds are lulld i into a peace. 
May all thy Rage, like theirs, unconſtant 10 


> 0 * * 
1 . he tf 7 
+. Z 5 12 1 . A 
* 2 4 : 


And ſo 1 it will, if there be pow! Tin Love. 8 . — 


Nuo ft thou not yet what dangers Ships ſuſtain? | 
80 often wreck d, how dar'ſt thou tempt the Main. 
Which, were it ſmooth, were evry Wave . 
Ten thouſand forms of Death are in the Deep. 
In that Abyſs the Gods their Vengeance ſtore, 
For broken Vows of thoſe who falſcly ſwore.” 
There winged Storms on Ses· born * wait, 
To vindicate the Juſtice of her State. | 
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_ Ito theo the means of Safety lo: 
And loſt, Wy ſell, would ſtill preſerve my Foe. 
| Falſe as thou art, I nax thy Death defign: © 
0 rather live, to be the Cauſe af mine! 
 Show'd ſome wvenging Storm thy Vel tear, 
(But Heav'n forbid my Words ſhou d Omen bear,) 
* Then in thy F ace thy perjur d Vows would ys 
And my wrong d Ghoſt be preſent to thy Eye. 
With chreatning Looks, think thou behold ſt me ſtare, 
Caſping wy Mouth, and clotted all my Hair, 
| Then fhou'd-fork'd Lightning and red Thunder fall; 
5 What coudſt thou fay, but I deſerv'd em all? 
Leſt this ſhould happen, wake not haſte away, | 
Ta ſhun the Danger will be worth thy Stay. 
Have Puy on thy Son, if not on me; 
My. Death alone is Guilt enough for thee, 
; What has his Youth, what have thy Gods deſerv d, 
To ſink in Seas, who were from Fires preſerv > 
But neither Gods nor Parent qidſt thou bear, 


| (Smooth Stories all, te pleaſe a Woman's 6 
rl | „„ fo Fall 


5190 * ENEAS. * £) "if 
Falſe was the Tale of thy Romantick Likes * 
Nor yet am I thy. firſt deluded, Wiſe . 2 
Left to purſying Foes Creuſa ſtay d. wel 5 ; 
By thee, baſe Man, forſaken and m—_ ere; al 


This when thou told ſt me, truck my ener 1 
That ſuch Requital follow d ſuch Deſert. ee SEK" | 
Nor doubt J but the Gods, for Crimes like theſe, 4 
Ser n Winters kept thee wandring on the Seas. 15 | 1 
Thy ſtarv'd Companions, caſt aſhore, 1 hos 4Y 
Thy ſelf admitted to wy Crown and Bed. 4 
10 harbour Strangers, ſuccour che abel, 4 
Was kind enough; but ll le kind him} F 
Curſt be the. Cuye which firſt my Ruin r = 
Where, from the Storm, we common ſhelter dane IF 4 5 
A dreadful Howling eccho' d round the Place, | A 5 
The Mountain Nympls, chought I my — "+ | 
| thought ſo then, but now too late I know. | 5 | ö 
The Furies velld my F un'rals from below. 9 
O Chaſtity and violated Fam, 40.3 Fg > of | 
hu your de toy ln 4 
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184 OVID". EPISTLES. 
By Death redeem my Reputation loſt;. 
BS And to his Arms reſtore, my guilty Ghoſt: 
7 15 Cloſe by my Palace, in a gloomy. Grove, 
E. 4 raisd a Chappel to my Murder'd Love; 
= There, wreath'd. with Boughs and Wool Lhis Statue 
1 . The pious Monument of Artful Hands: un, 
A Laſt Night, methought he calld me from the Dome, 
And thrice with hollow Voice, cry d, Dido, come. 
4 She comesz thy Wiſe thy lawful Summons hear; 
| But comes more flowly, clog; dwith conſcious . 
5 Forgive the Wrong offer d to thy Bed, | 


; LR 


Strong were his Charms, who my weak Faith'miſs-led. . 
' His Goddeſs Mother, and his Aged Sire, 
Born on his Back, did to my Fall conſpire. 5 
0 ſuch he was, and i 1s, that were he true, 
/ ; Without a Bluſh 1 might his Love purſue. 
| But cruel Stars my Birthday did attend: 
3 And as my Fortune open'd, it muſt end, 
| My plighted Lord was at the Altar Iain. 
| Whoſe  Wealdrwasi made my bh Brother's 5 gain: 
a Friend: 


9 


DDO to. LEN EAS. 8 
Friendleſs b and follow'd by the Murdrer' hate, 4 
To foreign Countries I remov'd my Fate; 5 

And here, a Suppliant, from the Natives Hands, 
l bought the Ground on which my City ſtands. 
With all the Coaſt that ſtretches to the Seaz x 

Ev n to the friendly Port that ſheltred thee: 

Then rais'd theſe Walls, which mount into 4 Air, 1 
At once my Neighbours Wonder, and. their Fear. 85 
For now they Arm; and round me Leagues are male 2 
My ſcarce eſtabliſh'd Empire idee A 
To Man my new- built Walls I muſt prepare,” | * 
An helpleſs Woman, and unsKiIF@ in War. 
Yet thouſand Rivals to my Love pretend; 2 
And for my Perſon, would my Crown defend: 75 Fe 1 y f 


x 
* 


Whoſe jarring Votes i in one Complaint agree, PN 
That each un juſtly i 1s diſdain d for thee. 

Jo Proud Hyarbes give me up a Prey: 

| (F or that muſt follow, if thou go'ſt away.) 

: Or to my Husbands Murdr rer leave my Life 5 « 
Thar to the Hutband | he may add the ie : I . 


"1% (OVID EPISTLES. 
ts fince no Complaints can move thy Mind: 


Go perjur'd Man, but leave thy Gods behind. 


Touch not thoſe Gods by whom thou art forſworn, 


8 Who will in impious Hands no more be born. 

Thy Sacrilegious Worſhip they diſdain, 

And rather wou'd the Grecian Fires ſuſtain, 

| Perhaps my grcateſt Shame i is till to come, 

And Part of thee lies hid within my Womb. 

3 The Babe unborn. muſt periſh by thy hate, 

I 5 And periſh guiltleſs in his Mother's Fa. i. 

5 Some God, thou ſay tt, thy Voyage does ni; 

Wou'd the ſame God had: barr d thee from my Land, 
The ſame, doubt not, thy Departure ſteers, 

Who kept/thee out at Sea ſo many ears. 

Where thy long Labours were a Price fo y_ 


As thou to purchaſe Troy wo uld'ſt not repeat. 
But Ty%er now thou ſeek'ſt; to be at beſt, - 
28 When there arriv d, a poor precarious Gueſt. 
| Fer i it deludes thy Search; Perhaps i it will 
0 thy Old Age lye arne Rill.. 
| 133 4 


5 'D 10 W K EME AS. = 4 
A TE Crow and Wealth in Dow 11 Nn 1 
And without co qurirg,! Here thou art a King. 

Here thou to Carthage may ſt transfer thy 2 8 

Here young Aſcanius may his Arms * | 

And, while we live ſecure i in ſoft Repoſe, 


& "WW ' 8+ \ 


Bring many Laurels hohe om WIA F be. | 
By Cupid's Arrows, 1 adiure thee ſtay 1 {61 
By all the Gods, Companions of thy Way.” „„ 
80 may thy Trojans, who are yet alive, Mr . 4 \ 
Live ti, and with no future Fortune kene, MOVE 
So may thy Youthful Son old Age alain, 1 02 
And thy dead Father's Bones in Peace remain: 
As thou haſt Pity on unhappy he, 1153 1905 5 5 4 
WO khow no Crime, but too much Love of thee 
I am not-borh Kom fierce Achilles Line: hs” 

Nor did my Patents againſt Troy be 7-68 
To be thy Wife, if unworthy prove, 9 A | | 
By ſome inferior Name admit my Lore. 
To be ſecur'd of ſtill poſſeſſing thee {3 $125 ee e 1 
What wou d 1 do, and what wou'd I not be. } 3 


4#, Y * | 
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136 00 V1 1D 1 E 7 1 s 571 Es s. 
Our Lybian| Coaſts their certain Seaſons know, 
When free from Tempeſts Paſſengers may 80. "0 
But now with Nothern Blaſts the Billows roar, 
And drive the floating Sea-Weed. to the Shoar. * 
Leave to my care the Time to fail away; 
When ſafe, J will not ſuffer thee to ſtay. 
_Thy weary Men wou'd be with Eaſe contents 
Their Sails are tatter d, and their Maſts are {| ſpent. 
IT by, no Merit I thy Mind can ORs 
What thou deny ſt my Merit, give my Loe. . 
| Stay, till 1 learn my Lofs to undergo; - 10 
And give me Time to ſtruggle with my Woe. 
If not: know this, I will not ſuffer long, 


a. 


Death holds my Pen, and didtates what 1 fay, - 
While croſ; s my Lap thy Trojan Sword I lay. 


| My Tears flow down; the ſharp Edge cuts their F bol, 
And drinks my Sorrows, that muſt drink my Blood, 


How well thy Gift does with my Fate agree! 


* 


My Fun ral Pomp is ckẽaply made by the. 


LIK 


My Life' 7 too loathſome, and my Love too ſtrong⸗ 


Io no new Wounds my Boſom I diſplay: 


ov 


” 


PUR 


. 


je Sword but enters where ö Love made the Wa 


* 


t thou „dear Siſter, and yet dearer F riend, 


- 


halt my cold N to their Urn attend. . 


[ loſt that Title who my! F ame! loft. 70 5 
This ſhort Inſcription only kt. it 
4 Dias lies in Quiet here. l 


«Unhapp 
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«_Eneas gave: the reſt | her Arm ſupply 4. 
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cauſe of Death, and Sword by whic 1 tes 
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| . * 
i O in unwonted Notes, when ſure to die, 
= he ; The mournful Swan ſings her own Elegy. 
XN 1 do not hope by this to change e 
by Since Vo and you-are both reſolv'd to hails 
Robb d of my Honour, tis no W. F 
Aha me when I meanly ſue; e 
35 | Deafto my Prayers, t you reſolve to 90, 


d leave th unhappy you have render'd is, 2 > woe 
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"DIDO 1 to „AN 5 1 51 Xe 
You and your Love, the Winds away init m 
forgot is all that you ſo oft did ſwear: | 
With cruel Haſte to diſtant Lands you fly, 3 
Yet know not whoſe they are, nor where they Iye. 7 * 1 F 
On Carthage and its riſing Walls you frown, - TE 4 
And ſhun a Scepter, which is now your own tt | 

All you have gain d, you proudly do contemn, 2 7 15 4 
And fondly ſeek a fancy'd Diadem 24.5% 9 5 4 
And ſhould you reach at laſt this promis 4 1 
Who'll give its Power into a Stranger's Hand? E 
Another caſie Dido do you ſeek? * SH 4 b | 


Es 
* * * 


= 


And new Occaſions new-made * to . — I 
When can you Walls like ours of Carthage build . A | 
And ſee your Streets with Crowds of Subjects ara = 
But tho? all this ſucceeded to your: Min 5:12:08, 7 4 
So true a Wife no Search could ahl 48-491 1 


| Scorch. dup withLoves fierceFire my Liſedoe vile 
Lie Incenſe on the flaming Altar caſt; 


All Day e//Eneas walks before my Sight, % Eo; A 
i all an Dreams ee him err Night: | W 
8 . 


. 9 


* OVID". BPISTL ES, 

But ſee 125 ſtill ingrateful a8 before, 1 e 4. 

And ſuch as, if I could, I ſhould abhor. | 

| But the ſtrong Flame burns on againſt my Will, | 

* call him Falſe, but love the Traitor ſtill. 
Goddeſs of Love, thee all the World adore! 


And ſhall thy Son flight thy Almighty Pow'r? 
His Brother 8 ſtubborn Soul let Cupid move, 


Teach me to hate, or him to merit Love! 

But the Impoſtor his high Birth did feign, 

(Tho'to that Tale his Face did Credit gin) 

He was not born of Venus, who could prove 

So cruel, and ſo faithleſs in his Love. 

From Rocks or Mountains he deriy d his Birth! 

Fierce Wolves or Savage Ty gers brought him forth! 

Or elſe he ſprung from the en Main, 

To which fo eagerly he flies again. | . 

How dreadful the contending Waves appear 

Theſe winter Storms by force would keep vou here. 

The Storms are kinder, and the Winds more true! 

Let me owe them, what! would owe to you. + 
You 1 
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You! ll ewa your Hatred at too dear.a rate, 


If to fly me, you run'on certain . ; 
Stay only till theſe raging Tempeſts ceaſe, | 
And breeding Halcyons all my Fears releaſe. 7 


Then you perhaps may change your cruel Mind, 
And will learn Pity from the Sea ind Wind. 5 
Are you not warn d by all you ve felt and ſeen?” 
And will you tempt the faithleſs Floods again? 
Tho twere calm now, it would not long be ſo; 
Think, to what diſtant Countries you would go. 
There's not one God who will that Veſſel bleſs, * 


"Þ, 


Which Lies, ING Frauds, and Perjuries oppreſs. 
The Sea let ev hich Lover fear, 

The Queen of Love roſe thence, and Governs there. 
Still the dear Cauſe of all my Ils 1 love, 

And my laſt Words Heav'n for your Safety move; 
That 5 falſe Flight may not as fatal be 


To you, as your diſſembled Love to me. 1 


V 
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OVID": EPISTLES. 
= in the Storm, when the huge Billows roul, 


| (Th unlucky Omen may kind Heav'n controul) ? 
Think what diſtracted Thoughts will fill your Soul. 


You'll then remember ev'ry broken Vow, 

With horror think on Murder d Dido too. 
My Ghoſt all pale and ghaſtly ſhall be there, 
With mortal Wounds ſtill bleeding I'll appear, 
Then you will own what to ſuch Crimes is due, 


And think each Flaſh of Light ning aim d at you. 


Your cruel Flight till the next Calm delay, 


Your quiet Paſſage will reward your Stay. 
I beg not for my ſelf, but do not join 


The Guilt of your Aſcanius Death to mine. 


Whar has your Son, what have your Gods defery q | | 
For a worſe Fate were they from Flames preſerv'd? 
But ſure you neither ſav d them from the Fire, 


Nor on your Shoulders bore your aged Sire; 
But did contrive that Story, to deceive TX 


1 Queer, ſo fond, ſo willing to believe 


c = Ame ghee 


\DIDo. * ENBASC - "19s 
Your ready Tongue told many a plealing 15 5 
Nor did i it practiſe firſt theſe Cheats on ane, Mov 3 
You by like Arts did fair Creuſa gain, =, 1 
And then firfook ber with a like Diſdain. hs He K; Fe 4 
Tre wept to hear you tell that Ladys F. a,” - 2104. 
My ſelf now Juſtly more unfortunate. ri 


Tis to revenge theſe Crimes he Gods engage, 
And make you wander out your wretched Age. | 

A Ship-wrack'd Wretch I kindly did receive, 
My Wealth and Crown to Hands unknown did give, 
Had 1 flopp'd there, I had been free from Shame; . + 
And had not Rain'd my clear and ſ potleſs F ame. Y 
Heay'n to betray my Honour did comply, "I 
When Thunder and black Clouds fill'd all the Sky, 8 
And made us to the fatal Shelter fly... 98 
The Furies how! d, and dire Prefages gave, i, 
And ſhricking Nymphs forſook the 0 Cave. 
I cannot live that Crime: torments me ſo, 


05 full of Shame to my Sichieus go. 
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In a fair Temple built by Win Hands, „ f 
As Sacred Image of Sicheus ſtands "te 175 ; ] 
e With ſnowy F leeces dreſt, and Garlands crown d, 
WP From thence of late T've heard a diſmal Sound! | 
Four times he call'd me with a hollow Voice, 
| My looſne'd Joints ſtill trembled at the Noiſe! — |} \ 
My deareſt Lord, your Summons I obey, | * 
T is Shame to meet you makes this ſhort Delay. ! 
Yet ſuch a Tempter might the Crime excuſe, 1 
His Heav'nly Race, and all his ſolemn Vows! | N 

The beſt of Fathers, the moſt pious Sonn 

Who could ſuſpeR, He, who ſuch Things had done, © 


So well had acted all the parts of Life, . A 
Could have betray'd 4 Princeſs and a Wife? D 
Had he not wanted Faith, your ſelf muſt own B 


He had deſerv'd to fill my Bed and Throne. 
In my firſt Youth what Cares diſturb d my Peace! 
And my Misfortunes with my Years increaſe! 
My Husband's Blood was by my Brother ſilt, 
And ſtill his Raps rewirds the proſp'rous Guilt. | 
| HO De Throup 


- / 
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F 3 Ways unknown) A dang rous F light 1 tale, 
His Aſhes and my Native Soil forſake-; 5 

Here ſhelter'd from my Brother's Cruelty, 

| bought this Kingdom, which I gave to thee. 
My City did in Glory daily riſe, | 
Which all my Neighbours ſaw with envious Eyes 


And Fc orce againſt: unfiniſh'd Walls prepare, 
Threatning a helpleſs Woman with a War. Ry | 
Thoſe many Kings, who did my Bed deſires | 
Now to revenge their lighted Love conſpire. 8; 

Go on, my People are at your Command, 
Give me up bound to ſome fierce'Riyal's Hand: 
Aſſiſt my cruel Brother's black Deſign, - | | 

Drunk with Sicheus Blood, he thirſts for mine: 
But then pretend to Piety no more, | 
The falſe and perjur'd all the Gods abhor. 
Ev'n thoſe you ſnatch d:from 7 reys devouring Flame 
Are griey d that from ſuch: Hands their. Safety came. 
A growing Infant in my Womb you leave, | 
Of your whole ſelf you cannot me bereave. 

To ET eRHñ 


198 OVID' BPISTLES. 


You kill not Dias only, if you gb, 
Ihe guiltleſs and unborn you murder too; 
With me a new ubknown Aſtanius dies, 
Tho deaf to mine, yet think yqu hear his Cries. 
But 'tis the God commands, and you obey, 
Ah! would that he who now forbids your Stay, 5 
Had never led your ſhatter d Fleet this way! 


And now this God commands you out again 


1 ＋ endure another Winter on the Main! N 


| Scarce Troy reſtor'd to all her Ancient State, 
Were worth the ſeeking at ſo dear a rate. 

Ceaſe then through ſuch vaſt Dangers to purſue 

= A Place, which, but in Dreams, you never knew: 


In ſearch of which - you your beſt Years. may waſte, 


And come a Stranger there, and old at laſt. 


See at your Feet a willing People lies, | 
And do not offer d Wealth and Pow'r deſpiſe, a 
Fix here the Reliques of unhappy Troy, 

And in ſoft Peace, all you have ſay d enjoy. 


8 


— 7 — cd 


ut 


If thirſt of Fame your Son's young Breaſt — 
You'll frequent Trials here for Valour find, 


Our Neighbours are as rough as we are kind. 


By your dear Father's Soul I beg your Stay, 


By the kind Gods who hither bleſt your Way, 


And by your Brother 5 Dart; which all obey. 
So may white Conqueſt on your Troops attend, 
And all your long Misfortunes here take end. 
So with his Years may your Son' 8 Hopes be, 
So may Anchiſes Aſhes reſt in Peace. 
Some Pity let a fuppliant Princeſs move . 
Whoſe only F ault Was an excels of Love. 150 
lam not ſprung from any ( Grecian Race, | 
None of my Blood did your low d Troy 3 
Yet if your Pride think ſuch a Wiſe a ſhame, 
Il ſacrifice my Honour to my F lame, | 


And meet your Love by a js glorious Nane 1 8 | 
I know the Dangers of this ſtormy Coaſt, 


How many Ships have on our Shelves been loſt, - 


- DIDO 7 ANEAS, - Wo "i 
But if new . your great Soul difites;' 


Py " : A 
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Theſe Winds have driv'nthe floating Sea-Weed ſo, 


That your intangl'd Veſſel cannot go. 8 | 
Do not attempt to put to Sea in vain, 

Till happier Gales have clear d your Way again. 

Truſt me to watch the calming of the Sea, 

You ſhall not then, tho you deſir d it, ſtay. 
Beſides your weary Seamen Reſt deſire, - „„ 
And your torn Fleet new Rigging does require. « 
By all I ſuffer, all Ive done for you, 00 


Some little Reſpite tõ my Love allow, + 

Time and calm Thoughts may teach mehow to bear 
That Loſs, which now alas*tis Death to hear. 
But you reſolve to force me to my Grave, 
And are not far from all that you would have. 
Your Sword before me, whilſt I write, does lye, 

And by it, if I write in vain, Mie 

Already ſtain d with many a falling Tear, 

It ſhortly ſhall another Colour wear. 

You never could an apter Preſent make, 
Iwill ſoon, the Life you made uneaſie, take. 

| + | But 
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But this poor Breaſt has felt your Wounds before, 
Slain by your Love, your Steel has now no o Pow! r. 
Dear guilty Siſter, do not you deny 1 
The laſt kind Office to my Memory 3 on 
But do not on my Fun'ral Marble join, 
Much wrong d Sicheus Sacred Name with mine. | 
„Of falſe Mneas let the Stone complain; ; 

That Dido could not bear his fierce Diſdain, N 3 
« But by his Sword, and her own Hand was ain. 
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| The ARGUMENT... 
In the Mar of Troy, Achilles having taken and 
ſack'd Chryneſium, a Town in the Lyrneſian 
Country, amongſt his other Booty, he took two very 
fair Women, Chryſeis and Briſeis: Chryſeis he 
Preſented to King Agamemnon, and Briſeis he 
reſerved for himſelf. Agamemnon after ſome time 
was forced by the Oracle to reſtore Chryſeis to her 
Father, who was one of the Prieſts of Apollo: 
Whereupon the King by Violence took away Briſeis 
from Achilles; at which Achilles incenſe left the 
Camp of the Grecians, and prepared to ſail home, 
in whoſe Abſence the Trojans prevailing upon the 
Grecians, Agamemnon was compell d to ſend U- 
Iyſſes, and others to offer him rich Preſents, and 
Briſeis, that he would return again to the Army: 
But Achilles with Diſdain rejected them all. This 
| Letter therefore is written by Briſeis, to move hin 
that he would receive her, and return to the Gre- 
TJ ĩᷣ 3.1747 
eee Breſeis in a foreign Tongue 


— 


[ Wrong. 


More by her Blots, than Words, ſets forth her 
| F | „ de 


Ane 
Abe 
Sub 
Yet 
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And yet theſe Blots, which by my — made, 
Above all Words, or Writing ſhout perſuade. 
dub jects ( know) muſt not their Lords accuſe; / 
Let Pray rs and Tears we hwfully may uſe. 
When raviſh'd from your Arms, I was the Pre 
Of Agamenmon's Arbitrary way; e 

| grant, you muſt at laſt have left the Field, 

But for a Lover, vou tao ſoon did yield. 
A Warrior's Glory i it muſt needs diſgrace, 
At the firſt Summons to yield up the Place. 
The Enemies theraſelves, no leſs than I, 

Stood wond' ring at their eaſie Victory: 

[ faw their Lips in Whiſpers ſoftly move, 

k this the Man ſo fam'd for Arms, and Love? 
Alas! Achilles, tis not ſo we part 


From what we love; and what is near our Heart.” i 
No healing Kiſſes to my nee e e "2 
You turn d me off an unregarded Slave. 5 I 
Was it your Rage, that did your Love ſuppreſs ? 

Ah, love 8 more, and hate Atrides les! 7 


P — 
| He is nor born of a true Hero's Race, 
Who lets his Fury of his Love take as 
Tygers and Wolves can fight, Love i is the * 
Diſtinguiſhing the Hero from the Beaſt. . 
Alas! when I was from your Boſom forc Fg 
4 felt my Body from my Soul divorc dz 
A deadly Paleneſs overſpread my Face; 
Sleep left my Eyes, and to my Tears gave place: 
I tore my Hair, and did my Death decree; 
Ah! learn to part with what you love, from 1 me. / 
A bold Eſcape I often did eſſay, n * 
But Greeks, and Trojans too, block d up ths. Way: 


Methinks Achilles ſhould not. be ſo flow: 

Achilles, once the Thunderbolt of War, 

The Hope of conqu ring Greece, and Tres s Deſ pair, 
Me i in his Rival's Arms can he behold? 

And is his Courage with his Love grown cold? 
But 1 confeſs, that my neglected Charms 


Did not deſerve the Conqueſt of your Arms; c 1050 


Therefore 


7 


Yet tho a tender Maid could not break thro, 


You 


Therefore the Gods did, by an eaſi er . 

Our Wrongs attone, and Damages repay: 

Ajax with Phenix and and Ulyſſes bring. | 
Humble Submiſſions from their haughty King: ST 
The Royal Penitent rich Preſents ſends, 

The ſtrongeſt Cement to piece broken F riends. 15 
When Pray” rs well ſeconded with Gifts are ſent, 
Both mortal and immortal Pow” rs relent. 

Twenty bright Veſſels of Corinthian Braſs, 

Their Sculpture did the coſtly Mine ſurpaſs; | 
Seven Chairs of State of the ſame Art and Mold, 
And twice five Talents of perſuaſive Gold; + 
Twelve fiery Steeds of the Epirian Breed, 
Matchleſs they are for Beauty, and for Speed; 

Six Lesbian Maids (but theſe I well cou'd ſpare) 
Their Iſland ſack d, theſe were the Gen rals i 
And laſt a Bride, (ah! tell em I am thine) | 

At your own Choice out of the Royal Line: 
Whith theſe they offer me: But might I chuſe, _ 
You ſhould take me, and all their Gifts refuſe: 


.* 


But 
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Vou loudly promis d, that you would to me, 


„ E p I 5 7 L E * 
But me ww thoſe) you ale reject; | 
| What have I done, . ö ] 
| Kit that you, and Fortune jointly vow, 8 
Whom you make Wretched, ſtill to keep them ſo? 
- Your Arms my Country did in Aſhes lay, 
My Houſe deſtroy, Brothers and Husband ſlay. 
It had been Kindneſs to have kill'd me too, 
Rather than Kill me with Unkindneſs now 

With Vows, as faithleſs as your Mother * 


Country, and Brothers, and a Husband be. | bY 


And is it thus that you perform your Vw, w 


Ev'n with a Dowry to reject me too? „ 
Nay, Fame reports, that with che next fair Wind, Nr 
Leaving your Honour, Faith, and Me behind, If 
Lou quit our Coaſts: Before that fatal Hour, h 
Ma Thunder ſtrike me, or kind Earth owns: I But 
I all Things, but your Abſence can endure! An- 
Thars a D. eee cuts, | 


#7 
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fr to Achiia you will needs teturns | kh 

Leaving all Greece youjwdull 
Place me but in the Number of your” Tri, 
And 1 no ſervile Office will diſdain: w Ak 
If Im deny d the Honour of your. Bea... We Hf 
| Let me at leaſt be as your Captive led: lr 
Rather than baniſt d from your Family, e 
Iwill endure another Wife to ſee; 1 

A Wife, to make the great anten Line; 
Like Starry Heav' n, as numerouſly ſhine; 


— 
* 


That ſo your 1 preading Progeny may. prove 2 

worhy of Theris, and theit Crandfire Fove: © 

Let me on her an humble Hand-maid wait, | 

On her, becauſe to you ſhe does relate; . 4 

I fear 0 know not why) that ſhe may. "Al L 

Than to her other Maids, more harth to me: Ee: 

But you are | d to guard your Conquer d _ K J 

And to m- 1 211 in the Articles you ANI R 
Yer Would) you yield to her i imperious Say, x" 3 

Do nan will, but turn me not ar. 
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8 But why ſhould you depart? the King repents; 
The Grecian Army wants ycu in their Tents: 2 
You Conquer all, Conquer your Paſſion too; 

Or elſe with Hector, you will Greece undo. 
Take Arms (( Aucidet) but fitſt take me, 

Your juſter Rage let routed 7 eee | 

For me begun, for me your-Anger end; g 

The Fault I uns d, let me have Pow'r to mend. 
In this to me you may with Honour yield, 

1 Rul d by his Wife, Oenides took the Field, 
His Mother 8 ſacred Curſes him diſarm d, 


But by his Wife s more pow rful Spells uncharm d. 


His Armour once put off, he buckles on, 

And fights a and conquers for his Calidon: 

That happy Wife prevail d, why ſhould not 15 
But you that Title and my Pow'r deny: 

Title, and Power, and all ambitious Strife 
Of being call d your Miſtreſs, or your Wife, 
1 quietly lay downz but I muſt have ty 
This Claim allowd, to be-your fairhful Slave 


/ 
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Iby thoſe dread, ill cbver d Aſhes ſweat,” 
2 their Tomb . lan Ruins mY 


Y 9.9 
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Of me three Brbothdk e bolt, N ERS 
Who for, and with their Country ban fell; 
By all that's awful both in Heav'ri, Dante 0%. 5 4 
And laſt of all by thine own Head, and mite, 
Whom Love, tho parted now, di ſometimes foin, | 
That I preſerve my Faith entiv® ahd _ | 
That I no foreign Love, 'or Pleaſure taſtes” 
That no Aſperſion can my Hotbut N 
Ol that Achilles too could ſay FI much!” Bw 
Some think he moutns for mes But others ny, a 0 
In Loves ſoft Joys he melts his Hours away z EY LY 
That ſore new Miſtreſs with Circean c 5 ; 
Has lockt him up in her laſcivious Atms, - we 
And ſs transform'd froln what he was _ 
That he will ht for Greete or me no more. 
The Trumpet now to the ſoft Lute muſt y - 
To Midnight Revels, Marches in the Field.” 
. . 2 * 


— 
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He whom of late Greece,” as her Mars, ador'd; . 
He, on whoſe maſſic Spear, and glitt ring Sword f 
The Fates, and Death did wait, that mighty Man 
Now weilds a Busk, and brandiſhes a Fan. 
Avert it Heav n! can he be only brave 
To waſte my Country, not his own to ſave? 
And when his Arms. my Family mow'd down, 
Loſt he his Sting, and ſo became a Drone? _ ? $ 
Ah! cure theſe Fears, and let me have the Pride $ 
To ſee your Jay lin fit in Heetor's Side. If 


3 Ol that dnt apuls Godeatrony, _ 


Y If I could make your ſtubborn Heart comply: I Hi 
Fler Words Id uſe, all ſhould be Sighs, and Tear I Le 
Aud Looks, and Kiſſes, mixt with Hopes, and Feam; N Ra 
MIV Lowe like Lightning thro'my Eyes ſhould fly, N My 
And thaw the Ice, whichround your Heart does lie: 
Sometings my Arms about your Neck I'd throw ; 

And then imbrace your Knees, and humbly bow: 
There is more Eloquence in Tears, and Kiſſes, 

| Than in the ſmooth Harangues of fly -Ubyſes:. 


but | 
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That noiſſe Rhetorick-of a twanging Tongue, 
Serves but to lug the beavy Crowd along: 

But Souls with Souls ſpeak only by the Eye, 79 
And at thoſe Windows one another ſpy: Fi 

Thus, than your Mother Sea rais'd with the Wind. 

More fierce,” Iwould compoſe your: ſtormy Mind $9. 
And my Love ſhining on my Tears that flow, 

Sbould make a Kain Bow, and fair Weather ſhow. 

So dreams my Love. Ah! come, that I may 17 5 

If I can turn my Dream to Prophecy. 

So may your Pyrrhus live to equalize = 

His Grandſire's Years, his Father's Vidories. | 

Let me no longer pin'd in Abſence lyes | 

Rather than live without you, let me tes * 

My Heart's already cold, and Death does = 

His lived Paleneſs oer my lively Red. 

My Life hangs only on the ſlender mami My 

hat your reviving Love your Rage wall lap. 

f that ſhould fail, let me not linger on. 

ut cla that Sword 165 mine, ab! too o well known) 

„ 
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Me to my Brothers, and wy Husband ſend; 
Four Hand began, your Hand the Work muſt end, 
But why ſuch Cruelty? come then, and ſave 
Afflicted Greece, and me your humble Slave. : 
How much more decently might you imply 


212 


\ Your il-ſpent Rage againſt Neprunian Troy | 
Then furl your da ils once more your Anchors caſt: 
Leave not your Country, nor your Honour blaſt. 
But go or ſtay; with you 1 ought to move, 

. yours 8 We * 11 and * of. Kone, 


_— 


Doianira. o 


A 


"The" ARGUMENT. 


Deianira having heard that Hercules WAS 's fallen i in | 
Love with loke a Captive ; and at the ſame time 
that he was dying by a poiſon'd Shirt ſbe had pre- 

ented him with, and had been told would recover 
a loſt Affection; betwixt Diſdainand Anger for 
the firſt, and Grief and Deſpair for the latter, 


* 


ſhe writes the following Lines to her Husband. 


”"M pleas d with the Succeſs your Valour gave, 
But grieve the Vigor is his Captive! 8 More: 5 
This unexpected News ſoon flew to me, 141 
And with your former Life does il agree. 
Continual Actions, nor yet Funo's Hate, 
Neer hurt whom Hole does Captivate: PIG 
E ur)ſtheus this, this did Fove's Wife defign, 
Laugh at your Weakneſs, and theſe Tears of 1 mine; ; 
But Jupiter hop'd better Things, when "= 
To ml this Hero, made one Night of three. 


uw Fir „„ Jos” 


—— 
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| Venus has hurt you more by her ſoft Charms, 1 
Than angry Juno that Imploys your Arms; 1 

. She by depreſſing you, rals d you the more, f 
1 other treads on you, whom you adore. / 
| © You've freed che World from-Troublersof Manking, N 
All things ſubmit: to your Heroick Mind: a 

Lou make the Seas ſeeure, the Earth have reſt, : 

| Your mighty Name fills both the Eaſt and Weſt 


Heav' n, that muſt bear you, you did bear before, 1 
When weary Atlas didyour Aid implore. "FORTY | 
Yet for all this, the greater is your Shame, TE J 
If with mean Ads you ſtain your glorious Name. 
You killd two. Serpents with your Infant Hand, EF” 
Which then deſerv d Jovess Scepter to — i 
| Your laſt Deeds differ from your firſt Succeſs, 
| The Infant makes the Man appear the leſs. 


No ſavage Beaſts, nor fiexcer-Enemics, 
Cou' conquer him whom Love does now * 
Some think my Marriage a great Happineſs, 
bens i * Mm Bae! 


Þui 
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But as Extreams do very ill agree, | 
The Greatneſs of my Husband leſſens me 

This ſeeming Honour gives a mortal Wound; 
Amongſt our Equals Happineſs is found: 

At Home in quiet they their Lives enjoys 
Tumults, and Wars, do all his Hours imploy :/ 2:5. 
This Abſence makes me ſo. unfortunate, 
I buy your Glory at too dear a rate. *h 
1 weary Heav'n with Vows and Sacrifice, 
Leſt you ſhould fall by Beaſts, or Enemies, 

When you aſſault a Lion, or wild Boar, 
Lou hazard much, but ſill I hazard more. . 
Strange, Dreams and Viſions ſet before mine Eyes 74 | 
The: Dangers that attend your vigories. 
Unhappy I to vain Reports give Ear, [br i 

Then vainly hope, and chen as vainly fear. 50 I 
Your abſent Mother bluſhes the pleas'd Jove, 0 
Amphytrio s abſent, and the Son you love. 
I ſee Eurytheus has contriv d your Fate, 1 4 
And will make uſe of nen Hate. 


ut 


At 
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This I could bear, did you you love none dut me, 
Dre yu ere dg 


Let Omphale does now inrage me more, = ol + 
Than all the Beauties you admir'd before. W 
Meanders Streams have feen thoſe Shoulders wear 

| Rich Chains, that Heav'n as a ſmall . did bear. 
But were you not aſhamed to behold 

Thoſe Arms weigh d down withJewels, and with G ol 
That made the fierce Nemean Lion die, 

And wore his Skin to ſhew the Vieory * 

When like a Woman you did dreſs your Hair, 
Lawrel had been for you a fitter wear. 

As wanton Maids, you thought | it was no Shame 


To wear a Saſh, to pleaſe your haughty Dame. 


Fierce Diomedes was not in your Mind, 
That fed his bloody Horſes with Mankind: 

Did but Buſiri 145 ſee this ſtrange Diſgu iſe, 

The Conquer'd would the Conqueror def] wy 

| Anteus would retrieve his Captive State, 

And icorn a Vitor fo cffeminate. e wr 
1 a 3 Among 


hs 


; 2 = 


'DEIANIRA\: 70 HERO ULES. wy 
Among the Grecign Virgins you fit down, 
And ſpin, and tremble at a Woman's Froun. 7 995 
A Diſtaf, not a Scepter fills that Hand, 

That Conquer dall things, and did all Command, 
Then in her Preſence you do trembling ſtand, 
And fear a Blow as Death, from her fair. Sand; 
And to regain her F avour; you reveal 


Thoſe glorious Actions you ſhould then conceal. 
How you that ſtrange and —— Serpent ſlew, 

That by his Wounds more fierce and ſtronger rene | 
How when you fought, you-never loſt the Field, 
But made great Kings and cruel Monſters yield. 

And 7 you boaſt or think of Things ſo great, 
Now you wear Silks, and are with Jewels ſet? 

Theſe Actions and that Garb do diſagree, 

80 ſoft a Dreſs does give your Tongue the lie. 

Your Miſtreſs too puts on your conqu ring W 
And makes you ſtoop to her more pow rful Chan. 
She wears your Robes to ſhew her Victory, 1 5 
And is what Yo once thought = ſelf to be. | 


our 


* OVID EIS TL ES. 
our glorious Conqueſt, and Illuſtrious Fans, 
Give her Renown, but you eternal Shame. | 
All is to her, by whom you're conquer'd, due; Pe 
Goo non and brag of what remains to you. T 
Is't not a Shame that her ſoft Arms ſhould bear Y 
The Lion's rugged Skin you once did wear? 1 
The Spoils are not the Lion's but your own, | 1 
. The Beaſt you Conquer'd, 2 | 
1 
U 
; 
\ 
I 


She takes your Club into her feeble. Hand, 
And in her Glaſs ſhe learns how to command. 
h All this I heard: yet Econld not believe 


The ſad Report, 3 F 
| Your Jole is brought before my Face, 
8 I muſt be Witneſs of my own Diſgrace.” * 
Whilſt I reflect on my unhappy Fate, 5 0 
: whe ks hoc eee nen Lit; a 
Not as a Captive with her Hair unbound, "NF Ng 
Nor her dejected Eyes fixt on the Ground; „ 
| But cover d oer with Jewels and With Gold; 


As Phoygia © once eee, 11 


And 


T7 dard: 


"DEIANIRM to , HERCULES, my 
And ſalutes all with as much Majeſty, | ee J 


— 


As if her Father had che Victor. Y by 55 00 : 
Perhaps to leave me is defign d by you, „ 


True to your Miſtreſs, to your Wife untrue. | 


You'll be divorc d from me, and marry her, 9 


The Conquer d muſt obey the Conqueror. 

This Fear torments me more than all the rell 

And as a Dagger, wounds my troubled Breaſt. 

I knew the time when you did: ov we mars} 
Than any ſhe whom you do now adore. y 4 
But oh! as I am writing, the News "0 
That by : a poiſon'd Shirt my Husband dies. 
What have I done, whither has Love drove medi! 
Is Love the Author of ſuch Cruelty? OL) 


EY 


Shall my dear Hercules endure this Pain, ad. || 


And I, th unhappy Cauſe, alive remain? N 
My Title to him, by my Death Il prove, 
And ſurely Death's an Argument of Hon: 
Meleager will a Siſter find i in me: . : : 
Shall Deiavira be afraid to die? 


/ 


Pe: "OVID e r 

. ee Houſe! Ufurpers fl the Throne || _ 
M mhilſt the true Sov raign is eſteem d by none. 
One Brother waſtes his Liſe in foreign Lands, | 
The other periſh'd by his Mother's Hands, 


Who on her ſelf reveng d the Crime: Then why : 
Should Deianita be afraid to die? x y 


Only this Thing I beg with my laſt Breath, 

Not to believe that I deſigr d your Death. 

As ſoon as you ſtruck Neſſus with your Dart, 
Hs Blood, he fad would Charm a firaying Heart. 
m] it I'dip the Shirt, twas but try: 

| 0 Deianira make, make haſte to die. 
Adieu my Father, Siſter too adieu! | 
Adieu my Country, ak chit be 5 | - 
| Farewel this Lights the laſt char I fall ſes, © 
, dal an Dear bonds vo ths x 'Y 


Acon- 
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The ARGUMENT 


* in the Temple 25 Diana at Delos, 5 

mou for the Reſort of the moſt Brautifur 77 
gins of all Greece) fell in Love with Cydippe, 
42 Lady of Quality much above his own ; not da- 
ring therefore to Court her openly, he found this 
Device to obtain her: He writes upon the faireſt 

Apple that could be procard 4 83 85 W On 
4 0 4 h 15 Mee , * 


1 ſwear by Chaſte Dinas 1 wilt bee 
In Sacred Wedlock ever bnd to thee. POET 2 1 


0 throws it at the Feet of the 7, wang Lady: Se 
ſuſpecting not the Deceit takes it up, and reads 
it, and therein promiſes her ſelf in Marriage to 

Acont ius; there being a Law there in force, 
that whatever any Perſon ſhould Swear in the Tem- 
ple of Diana of Delos, fhonld ſtand good, and be 
inviolably ooſerv'd.. But her Father not eee | 
Wer had pa, 4 end ha ving not * after 2 MY 
| 6 = 


Wn * | 72 ; 1 | | p o | 4 A | we By 4 | r. 


- fot her to wth juſt as the Solemities 1 Mar: 
* Were to be perform d, ſhe was taken with 
and violent Fever, whith Acontius en- 
a to perſuade her was ſent from Diana, ara 
Puniſhment of the breach of the Vow made in her 
Preſence. And this, with the reſt of the Argu- 
ments, which on ſuch an Occaſion would-occur to 4 
| Lover, ts the mea of the FEI E piftle. 


) Ead boldly ab; 1 you ſhall been no * 
For that's enough which you have ſworn deoce: 
Read itz ſo may that violent Diſeaſe, ; 
Which thy dear Body, but my Soul doth ſeiſe, 
| Forget i its wo Jong practis d C ehh N 
And Health to you reſtore, and you to me. 2 
Why do you bluſh? for bluſh you do, I fear, 
As when you firſt did in the Temple wear: 
Truth to your plighted Faith is all Lclaim; 
And Truth can never be the Cauſe of Shame. 
Shame lives with Guilt, but you your e pror 
In fav ring mine, for mines a Husband 8 Love. 


8 55 


4 co NTIU 8 10 "CYDIPPE. 
Ab! to;your {elf thoſe bind nding Words repeat 
That once your wiſhing: Eyes ev long d . 
When th' Apple brought's em dancing to your Feet | 
There you will find the folemn Vow. you made; 
Which, if your Health, or mine, can ought — 

You to. perform ſhould rather mindful a” He! 
Than great Diana to revenge. on thee: _ L 70 7 DE 
My Fears for you intreaſe with my bee, at . 
And Hope blows that already raging Fire. , 
For Hope you gave; nor can you this deny, 85 8. 1 
For the great Goddeſs of the Fane was Went 
She was, and heard, and from her hallow d Shrine / 

A ſudden kind auſpicious Light did ſhine; + 15 2 
Her Statue ſeemꝰ d to nod its awful Head, OS 19251 on 
And give its glad Conſent to what you fad. Js 


Now, if vou pleaſe,. accuſe. my profp'rous Cheat, 41 
let ſill confeſs twas Love that masken me ro WA 


In that Deceit what, did L elſe deſign, .- 2241 Of 5 5 
Fat with your ann Conſent to make you mine? AA; 
2 1 80 Lech buadhes cl B. Yar ien 


— OVID BPLSTLES. 
LY What you-my Crime, I cally Irinocence, | 
| 1 you ha brextay fille Offs: r 


o 
0 


Nor Nature gave me, nor has Practice ht 
The Nets with which young Virgins Hearts 1 


You my Accuſer taught me to deceive, | | 
And Love, with you, hi his Abbes e; = 
| For Love ſtood by, and ſmiling bad me wrire w. 
The cunning Words he did himſelf indire: It 
Again, you ſee I write by his Comm De 
He guides my Pen, and rules my willing nad, Fo: 
Again ſuch kind, fuch loving Words I ſend, | W. 
As makes me fear that I again offend. Of 
Yet if my Love's my Crime, I muſt cone Bu 
Great i is my 'Guilt, but never ſhall be leſs: | An 
Oh that I thus might ever guilty prove, Th 

| In finding out new Paths to reach thy Loe. —_ I 
A thouſand 2s; to War nap Mountain ny” Th 


po Fo or x which, my 7 Flanes Dm the Ding final Th 


it 5 ant re ral, Th 
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AC ONTIUS 1 0; „rip k. op 
The Gods atone know: what the bnd will beʒ 220. 
Let if we Mlartals any Thing foreſes 155 19192 38T- 
One way or other you muſt yield to me: £16 0 
If all my Arts ſhould fail; to Arms Pty. ch 
And ſnatch by Force what you my aa 
[ all thoſe Hefoes mighty Ake ayplaith pies 9 
Who firſt have led me this illuſtrious Road.” 074 
l100—but hold, Death the pier eng beg ; 0 
Death be it then 75 | 
For to looſe you is more chan Path to e. 
were you leſs Fair, Id uſe tlie vulger W. 3 
of tedivus Courtſhip, and of dull Dela © * 
But thy bright Form kindles woke eager Fires, 
And ſomething wofid rous, as it ſelf, laſpites; | of T 5 
Thoſe Eyes that all the Heat” nly Lights but mine, 
(Which Ohſ may'ſt thou behold, and tove'in ite) 
Thoſe ſnowy Arms, which on my Neck thouldfal 4 er 
If you the Vows you made, regard at al; ; 
That modeſt Sweetnels, ant becoinin Ute 5 
LP Thargaims w with ling þ Red 4 your bluſhing Face; 1 : 15 9 


2. "OVID! EITE ES. 9 


| wer 1 with which they only can compare Wi 
That through the Silver Flood Wan Thetis bear; An 

| Do all conſpire my Madneſs to excite, Yo 
With all the reſt that is den) d to Sight: 4 5 To 
Which could I praiſe alike, I chen were leſt, — vo 
And all the Storms of my vex'd Soul at reſt, | Ti 
No wonder then if with ſuch Beauty fir d. WI 

L of your Love the ſacred Pledge deſird· He 
age now, and be as angry as Jeu will, X Bui 

Your very. F. rowns all other Smiles excels Fas + D. 

5 But give me leave that Anger to appeaſe 18 0 
| By my Submiſſon, chat my Love did call. In 
25 Wr Pardon proſtrate at your Feet I'll cave, [ di 
The Dee of your guilty Sure. IL Le 
With ith falling Tears your fiery Rage III col, Net 
= lay-the xiſing Tempeſt of your Soul. n 


nn in n my Abſence are you thus ſevere? | | 5 = 
Summon dar your, T Tribunal to appear. He 
For alm * IO I'd gladly ſuf ſuffer there, RF. 1 
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Acovrius „ DIE = pi 
With Pride whatever you inflict receive,” N. beg 1 55 


And love the Wounds thoſe Hands vo 0 if: | 
Your Fetters too But they alas are vain, 2 


For Love has bound nie, and I hug . tat 
Your hardeſt Laws with Patience Tl N 

Till you your ſelf at laſt relent, arid day, 7 K fy dv 
When all my Suff rings you with Piry) dh 510% 1% 
He that can love u ö is worthy me. 50177 0 . N 
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But if all this ſhould unſucceſsful U + 41 218. of 
Diana claims for me your promis'd Love. F 1 | J 
O may my Fe ears be falle yet ſhe _ > 3 n 
In juſt Revenge of her abuſed Rites/>) 5 | Sa = | 
bade hid, er pate PIII 
Leſt you ſhoud think that for my elf L plead. 


let out it muſt—Tis this, 'Tis furely this. 
That is the Fuel to your hot Diſeaſe: 15 1 fi o 9 
When waiting Hymen at your Porch ende, 
6 Her fatal Meſſenger the Goddeſs ſends. | 
And when you would to his kind Call is. 


This Feaver does 1 your Perjury prevent. er ig book 


h | 
„„ 3 


PTY ow Ib Ep ESTE K. 8. 
Forbear, forsa #hysto provoke her 9 
Which you fo-wofily may yet allwage, 
PForbear to make that lovely charming Face, 
The Proy:tavev'ry-envions Diſeaſe; 1 

, Preſerve thoſs Looks to be enjgy d by me, 
which none ſiowd ever but with Wonder W 
Let that freſh” Colour to your Checks return, 


Whoſe gloowing Flame did all Bebolders bor, y 


But let on him, th unhappy Cauſe. of all 
| The Ills that f Dianas: Anger fall, 
No 0 greater Paxinbrys light, than thoſe [ hol; 
when you my deareſt, tend reſt Part are ill 
; F or oh! with what dire Tortures am 1 ae, 
Whom direct Gt iefs fucceſlively d iſtrag! 
Sometimes ny” 'Grief from this does higber gro, 
To think that 1 have caus d ſq much to ou. 
Then gre Dianas Winefe: how pray, 
8 That all our Crimes on me alone ſbe d Ey: 1875 
Sometimes to yoh lav'd rs diſguis d Lcome, 
ane all nn an en roam. : 


Til 


So1 


? 


With Looks dejedted, anda weeping Eye. ES il ; 
With filent Steps, like ſome ſad Ghoſt I ſteal | 
Cloſe up to her, and urge her to revea! 
More than new Queſtions ſuffer her to tell: 
How you had ſlept, what anne ak | 
And oft the vain Phyſician's Art accus d. 

He ev TY Hour (Oh, were | bleſt as hel) 

Does all the turns of your Diſtemper ſeeʒ 

Why Gt not I by your Bed- ide all Day, 6 e 
My mournful. Head in your warm Boſom lay, 


Till with my Tears the inward Fires decay? 5 
Why preſs not I your melting Hand in min, 
And from your Pulſe of my own Health divine? | | 
But oh! theſe Wiſhes all are vain; and he 

Whom moſt [ fear, may now fit cloſe by 6 

F orgerful as thou art of Heav'n and: me. 

He that loyd Hand does preſs, and oft does b. 


Some new Excuſe to feel thy beating Vein. 
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es NT us „ CYDIPPE. 25 m N 
Till your Woman coming from you y. ; 


2305 0 v D% E 2187 L E S. 
Then his bald Hand up to your Arm does fide," 


And in your panting Breaft i it ſelf does hidez" Ld: i A 
Kiſſes ſometimes he ſnatches too from the, « 

, For his officious Care too great FE 951 7 
Robber, who gave: thee Leave to taſte that Lip; S 8 
And the ripe Harveſt of n my Kiſſes reap? Pint By och 64 

Ra For they are mine, ſo is that Boſom too, | 2 1 x; = c 
| Which, falſe 25 is, ſhall never harbour oö | « 


| Take, take away thoſe thy Adult rous Hands, 
For know, another Lord that Breaſt commands, 


But Heav n and ſhe firſt | gave her ſelf to me. | 
And you in Juſtice therefore ſhould decline 
Your Claim to that which 1s already mine. 
| This is the Man, G ippe, that excites | 


& - s o 


8 

/ 

"Tis true, her F ather promis d her to thee, Jt \ 
8 

\ 


Dione J Rage, to vindicate her Rites. - | 

x Cimmant! him then not to approach, thy bon, | 
. This d the Danger of your Death is oer. WM: 
For fear not, beautecus Maid, but keep thy Vou, "WI 
| Which great Diana heard, and did allow, „ 
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And ſhe. 505 took i it, will thy: Heath refs, 0 42 . 
And be propitious as ſhe was before. on : 
« 'Tig not the Steant of a ſlain Heifer's Blood. 


(+ That can allay the Anger of a God. Tow pot 


«Tis Truth, and Juſtice to your Vows, appeaſe $15 


. Their angty Deities, and without theſe 
No ſlaughter d Beaſt their Fury can-divertz | 10 


4 F or that 8 A Sacrifice without a Heart, e gkl 
Some, bitter Potions paitently.endurez W951 91240 20 a 
And kiſs the wounding Launcethat works their Can) 
You have no need theſe cruel Cures to tel, 


45 
* DEI! — 


Shun being per jur d only, and be well. 15h = 2) 
Why let you ſtill your pious Parents weep, © ire N 


Whom you in Ign'rance' of your promiſe keep? W331 of 


Oh! to your Mother all our Story tell, L190 0! 1 
And the whole Progreſs of our Love reveal; * 
Tell her how firſt at: great Dianas Shrine 51 ot 


fixt my Eyes, my wond ring Eyes, on _ 
How like the Statues there I ſtood amaz d, ) & 


Whilſt on a thy Face intemp rarely I gaz'd. wg 1 110 
TY | 5 | | FS 5 She : 


2 


 - 


312 OVT D RPISTLES. 

She will bar Gl, hen you y Te pn, 

K | Smile, and approve the amorous Deceit. = 
Marry, ſhe'll ſay, whom Heav'n commends to thee, 


He who has pleas'd Diana, pleaſes me. 480 ic 


| My Country, and my Parents, and roy Name, | 


| But ſhould ſhe ask/from what Deſcent I came, 


Tell her that none of theſe deſerve my dhame. 
Had you not ſworn, you ſuch a one might chuſe; 
But were he worſe, now ſworn, you can't refuſe. 
This in my Dreams Dians bid me write, 1 . 
And when I wak'd ſent Cupid to indite: 
Obey'em both, for one has wounded me, | 5 
Which Wound if you wih Eyes of Pity ſee, + 
She too will ſoon relent that wounded thee, 
Then to our Joys with eager Haſte weill move, 
| As full of Beauty you, as I of Love. 
; 3 To the great Temple we U in Triumph 80 
"I And with our Off rings at the Altar Dow: 5 
A Golden Image t there Il. conſecrate | 
Of 'the falſe Apples i innocent Dran; 


as * 
ons 


AcONTIpS CYDIPPE, 
| And write below the happy Verſe, that came 
* he Meſſenger of my fuccefsful Flame; _ We” 
« Fer allthe World this from Acontins know, >, 

6 Cydippe has been Kichfur to her Vow. eget | J 
More I could Write, but ſince thy llneſs reigns, 

And wracks thy tender Limbs with ſharpeſt Pains, | | 
My peut falk down for Far, Jef this might de, 9 105 
Altho for me too yo Yee te too much for thee 
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By Mr. 7 N. 


* < —_— „ _y —_ 2 — 


3 filent F ear I read your Letter ver; 

Leſt I ſhou'd Swear, as I had done bike! 
Nor had I read, but that 1 fear'd t engage 
By my Neglect the peeviſh Goddeſs Rage: 3 
In vain I deck her Shrine, ber Rites attend, 
The partial Goddeſs ſtill remains Your Friend. 
A Virgin rather ſhou'd a Virgin aid; 

But where I ſeek Relief I am betray'd! 

"> il languiſh, and the Cauſe of my Diſeaſe 

As 5 lies hid, no Med cine gives me Eaſe, | 


ef 


In 


DiE 10 ACONTIU J 1 
n how much Pain do 1 this Letter write! - 

To my. weak Hand- my ficklier Thoughts indie: E 
What anxious. Fear alas afflicts me too, 45:0 w ITE 
Leſt any but my truſty Nurſe ſhou'd know! 15 : I 
To gain me Time to write, the Door ſhe Es | 
And whiſp'r ring tells the Viſitants, She e 2201 7 
N - Worſe Ius L could not for your ſake infloins ::; 


9 


Tho you had Merit equal to my Pain. in 
Your Love betrays, my Beauty proves my Snare, 
Thad been happy had I ſeem'd.lefs Fair: 
wilt with your. Rival you contend to raiſe 
| My Beauty s Fame, I periſh by deus Bale,: 
wh neither will admit the others Claim, 
The Chaſe is binder d, and both miſs the Came. 
My Nuptial Day. draws 01 on, my Parents ps 8 
The Sacred Rites, my blooming Years no le: 
But whilſt glad Hymnen at my Door attend. 
Grim Death waits near to Gags me from his Han 
Some call my Sickneſs Chance, and ſome pretend 
| The Oo this Lett to croſs my. ' Nuprial ſend * 
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256 2 ;ovt * 2 51 SYE £970. 
Whilſt by feverer Cenlure you gte gelt, 
3 By Phittra's to have — as. 


I then your Love ſuch Miſchief cat dete, 


8 What Miery is reſerv'd for het you Hate! 
Wound Ito Deb ner had found the Way, | 
Alt leaſt not ford it on that fatal Day! 
When in our Port our Anchors firſt we wag 
Th unwilling Veſſel ſtill ich Harbour ſlay'd: 3 
' Twice did croſs Winds deat back our flagging Sails, 


Said I, croſs Winds? no, thoſe were ptoſp rous Gales! 
Thoſe Winds alone blew fairs that back convey's 


Our Ship, and thoſe that oft our Paſſage ſtay d. 
Yet I to ſes fam'4'Delo# am in Pain; | 
And fondly of each hing ring Blaſt complain, 


E  - of: Tenur Ile, and Mycons we fteer'd, 


At laſt fair Delos winding Cliſts appear d; 28S 20 
And much fear leſt now the Fairy Shore | 
_ Show'd Vaniſh, as tis ſaid Chave done before. © 
Ar Night uh Land foon'as the Day retumd 

My platted Trefſes are with Gems adorn'd. 5 
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My Parents there at their Devotion ſtay; 
My Nurſe and I through all the Temple * 

We view each Court, and each freſh Wonder . 
Pictures, and Statues, Gifts of ancient 1 

But whilſt i into theſe Ratities I eng 

Tammy ſelf by fly Acontins ſpy'd. 

| Thence to che inmoſt Temple we remore,. 

The Place that ſhould a Sanctuary prove. 
Yet there I find the Apple with this Rhime— 
Ah! me, I'd like to have Sworn the ſecond. time! 
The Name of Wedlock I no ſooner read, | 
But thro*-my Cheeks a troubled. Bluſh Was — 
Why didſt chou cheat an unſuſpecting Maid? 
Tſhou'd have been intreated, not betray dt 
Is then the Goddeſs bound to "take thy Part 


And ratifie an Oath without the Heart? 50 fort - | 


The Will conſents, but that was abſent dhe, 


I read indeed the Oath, but did not wear. * | 
1 OO Br es on 


28 * \ 
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And pious Incenſe on each Altar an 
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5 "Uh 20 VID EP1S TL Rs. P; fo. 
Iet cannot I deny that I ſuſpe& 10 G 
28 Diands Rage this Sickneſs does inflict; 
Glad ————— 
T Thrice frighted fled to find Death planted there. 
4 Thin Cov'rings on my Teavriſ Limbs nfo. 


| My Parents mourn me as already Dead. 


What have I done to merit this Diſtr, 
| Reading but Words whoſe Fraud I cou'd not „ 


Do thou, ev n thou from whom 1 my Suff rings ſpring; 


Tappeaſe the Goddeſs Rage thine Off'rings bring. 
When will thoſe Hands, that wrir the fatal ys 
Bear Incenſe' to remove. my Pain, thy Crime ru 

Nor think that thy rich Rival, tho lord 
Toviſit, is of greater Favours proud... 
' By me he fits, but {till As Moll 
ol Reſtleſs as I, talks ſeldom, often weeps: WI E. 
| Bluſhing he takes a Kiſs, and leaves a Tear, 
And once his Courage ſervd to.cry—My Dear- 
But from his Arms ſtill byedegrees 1 creep, 


And to prevent Diſcourle yn to deep. 
. 8 291 : > N " 
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The 


He finds;'but vou f Senſe och ihr digung - 1 
He checks his Tonzbe but chigs me with hi 0 
With Grief he walter! and 1 with Feavers pine; o 2000 8 


"CYDIPPE: ® AC OWTTUS. 232: = 


'Tis'we that ſuffer obuprly OFencerwas thine YC) 2 Es 


You vrite for lebe to come and {ce' methere; B11 
Let know your former Viſit coſtame:dears1 jd wot : | 
Why would thoy hither come, hon cinſt but ſee" get 

Trophie of thy Cruelty· 811 STOUT el i 3631 
My Fleſh conſt my Checks of bloodleſs 1 NA 
Such as Lonce did in thy Apple views en Str 0H 
Shoud 'I ſee me now thou et _ 
Nor think ine worth fuch exquifite Deceit. & 4 5 mY ' 
To Delos back with greater | haſte wou'dſt 80, | 5 
And beg the Goddeſs to releaſe my Vow, 2 
On new Deſigns thy F ancy. wou dſt imploy, 


7 


3 — ; 
= 7 N „ 4 we 1 _ 


Contrive new Oaths the former to deſtroy. 

No Means have been omitted to procure 
My Health, but fall my Fea riſk Fits endure. ./ 
We ask'd the Oracle what caus'd my Pains? | 


The 8 of broken Vous complains! | 


- 9 


Z But fo it 


How by your Cunning I 
„ and what I have alntaily fei, 7 
- I fear is more than, will beedane a Maid, 
| My Fhbughts ace tae bonds and enn ind 
No more, my fechla Eaand ua are can nit. | 
Nor need I mare Subſcribe, bug this: IE 
An (ſince it malt he ) yl Den, Aduul dy % 


TI 


Since that thau art-thais heirat thee Mine. 
5 Already to my Mather bus daclard. . Nin 


4 


WY OVTDO.EP ESTI BS 5 
'The.Gods themſelicsion your behalf lecture! — 8 
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Ulus Sabinus fouribed þ in 115 Reign of "RA 
. ſtus, and was contemporary with Ovid. W 
- Torate 4 Book of Elegies to his Miſtreſs Texiſenaz and 
left ſome unfiniſh d Poems of the Ancient R 
gion and Ceremonies; and alſo wrote. EX Rokr, 
Illes like Ovid's, in Anſwer to ſo many of that excel. 
tent Poet's, viz. Hippolytus to Phædra, Eneas to 
Dido, Jaſon 70 Hypfipile, Phaon 0. Sapho, U- 
lyſſes fo Penelope, Demophoon to Phyllis, and Pa- 
ris to OEnone; of all which except ing the three laſts 
tb Injury of Pal has deprived 16. 


. The Learned Heinſius, ſpeaking: of theſathires Epi- | 


ſtles, calls them 4 Treaſure ; and indeed rhey expreſs 
ſo much of a true Poetick Genius; and maintain their 
Character ſo well, that it has been thought” fit m this 
Edition to give em an Engliſh Verſion, ſmce in all 


' the late and beſt Elitions of Ovid's Works, _ Epi- 


ſtles 27 Sab inus are found in _— 


=p 


— 


TI 11511 8 37 
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e ARGUMENT... 30 190 


Une * «receru'd. Penelope's o Eviftle, by this 
Anſwer endeavours to clear her Doubts, and calm 
her Thoughts. He tells her with what. Fortifude 
he had gone rene the various Hardſhips that 

| had brfulln him; © and that having conſulted Ti- 
refias aud Pallas, bs was. determin d to return ſud- 
deny to Tthica'; but, (to compl} with the Oracles) 

alone, and in Diſcuiſe. And as: he. is careful to 


& 4-241 


magnifie his Love, and Fears for her, and her ex- © 


traordiuary Conſtancy and Chaſtity: Ho he forgets _ 
not to tell her what he ſaw 7 in Eliſiu m, whither he 
went to conſul” A e 


Iklance | does at Kit! t fad Uhſſes fee Wy il = 
The welcome Lines of his Peuelpe; 21 "FD 4 - 
80 Iz thy kroun dear Characters did pleaſe, ſe, 97 Ta 


That my y Tong Troubles found an inſtant Eaſe: 1 1 | 
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2 Ik! am flow, tis only to relate 


244 — „„ — — * 


Ta che wy mn Wounds from angry Fate 20 
| Well might the Greeks. indeed have _— . 
wiben by feignd Madnefs ! clay d to g | 
Nor had Will or Pow r to leave thy ed, \ eo 
© But to oft thy Chem from Honour\fee, 


You bid me come, and never er ſtay to writes SYS 


2 2 1 2 * VINN-.4N 0 


— 


But adverſe Winds detain me from your TY 3 
Troy hinders not, a Place oh i ſo rever'd, | | 
i I Ales now, nor longer to to he far * 9 990 65 ht 


— 


Bun and il bet mighty Men o Wy N wal 
—_ | Are non h more, are nothiog | but! a . | 
7 By Night: the Thracian, Manarch K f 5 | 
. | tim weCum rants 


Y 9 Wa. 


Leading his warlike Horſes, ar . 2 1 
& The noble Triumph for the Vichorts Toil. aa 
The Shrine wherein the Phrggian Safety wp, — 
My fortunate Contrivance brought away. 1 
6 Clos an that Harte which pp d the Baye of oa 
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0193 881 PENE L OPE. Ws 
The Emin quizlg-die Tos folk Elin bk: 
Nuri burn i quig hör m dent _— 
To me oblig c ee breae Heller s 
For: his laſt: Rigs; i Phlevaaices 10 81982 ; 
Which Adivn 1b hh lun Army ating: © 
For his recover Gotjs"thity gad Ni dame. lie 
But, what availe) tte Se has all rot:! 
My Ships, my Kumar and my: Compinivtis lofty" 
Tho all dungnelte Fate Crbeltids removt. A 
They haveinb Pow'y v1o-ſhpke mij conſtant Love 
That ann ue mee, f, = : 
To des iat ebb Wake; $11 WO1Y wi f 
Nor calf the fell Aube! Pe val! M1 Þ F' 185; 1 12h, 
Not tohelra by Ciws'Atts; fror Her If Fi 991 1 
Nay ſhilyd:the Pror of l Goddefbs Beil 
Each promisdz  th# might bereite e 5p 55 
To du us camel; Joys; and wales Lit. 70 UL 
Both I reject, .andUavingthee"in view, 8 Hal 
5 dang rob Travels deere, 
Rn DIS 


M If n me ſhe wept her Charms woy d not be ſuek: 
Y 82 7 Cou d ſhe-thys conquer, ! if the forrow'd nuch: VE 
Yet quigkly Loye returns, when þ perceive 55 601 
he How well your chaſte your pious Arts e ig o 
3; Your haſty Suitars, and procure Delay, Fade 


Wh N $ Wein RENE Loft. 88 
| 44 Let not theſe Female Names beget hen Fears; 911 
5 (Alam thy; Breaſt. nor drawn thine. Eyes in Tran) 
| What Circe, what canli cou'd elfect: ilago 96 00 

| Secure of we, all chilling Deubts neglect-. id bc 


That yon my open ul may paked view; -/ A wid 


1 1 will confeſsthat Lhave fear ſap you. 239721 id 


$i When LE was told: hu mum run teſort axis zu 


Of tiger: Rijals crodded in your Cuurtz 2 1 
= All pale, I grew, LifeJef my outward Part, 
"Bcaree tl retiring Blood [prefery d my "LA {dl 


Beſieg'd by preſſing youthful Loyers round... 


5 Their Bowis withWiagcheirHeadqwithRoſe cxown d, 


My growing Doubes.197wild Diſorders haſteg:- oT 
We Ah! can I think ſe Kill is mine, wand chaſtel 3 0 


| By Might undging ur yd Weave by Dar: 


7 - 


4 | 8 
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| Thee at thy- honeſt Artifice ſt irprit | 
Better by Pohpbenus had d yd 24 


1 Ee 
(OD. Sidon 1 1 


| Than know thee facrificd 1 Luan Pride: | 15 . 


Better to Tbracian Arms have fall a _ : 
Whilſt there as yer my wand ring n 58 Th "2 


Or then have yielded finally to Fat: _ 


When I return . . e TO : 


| My 4s deat itn venerable aca ts IANS 


She told lis Houſe's Troubles eee, 87 7 5 
1 grievd-flie thrice did my. Embraces wan. 1100 


There too the great Poteſilaus Imet, e 
| Who ſcorning Death, firſt of the Grecian Fleet 5 
Witt Hoſtile Arms the "Phrygian' Shores didgicet 
Now happy with his much: prais d Wife he roves, 1. 
F earleſs of Change, through the El. fan Groves: 07 9 
Lamenting not he did ſo Loung deſcend; 
Pleas'd with an Early, iner ſo Brave an End. $20 Oh 


Ya fear Lrleft ſome buſie Lover's Eyes {a 8 = 
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| 268 ULYSSRS — 4 
I faw, alas! nor coud from Tear _ 189 © 


N 

The noble Aamemnan newly fan, 5s f ff '/ 

| That mighty Chief; glorious aer 5 120 1 
Eſcaping tog in the Enbeay Se, ö os / 
Where furious Nauplius a hourid FRO "FP 5 1 
Such Ils, fbr Vengeahes fon his: guilty Sel? fi, 9 
But whilſt, rejoyaitg Foy his ſaße Return Anett 0 ; 
Atrides Joes Hi grateful Incenſe burn, 2. I 11 8 
By impigus Ins his ſatred Blood: 4, 28% 
And by a thoqßza Wounds: mo Prince in Nd l 
This tragick End had the'great Hero's L 92 at. Nl | 
| Contriv d and mana db A chod Wi, ids 6 

| Pretending Vengeande-farhivinirous _ F191 | 
| Þocory bursfojket rk and mardi hin 


Wen Nido hu men eee in |} } 

: And we out Tryjun Pris ners did diidg 10 

Great, Hec lors Wife and diſter I refuse 13 
| And Anticnti erna do carher chuſe 30 1 Alia 

To her neglected Age! LSive N Woites hin; 

Let Love might ſeem to mingle i in the Gee 

PE - | TR a TRE. No 


| YEFSSES. 10 P E NELOr R. 7 


No longer her in human. Form we ments 051 
A fearful Omen tom parting Fleet: l 


Her enrag'd Heart wich Gricf and! en torn, Ve 


And ſuddenly to 2 mad Birch ſhe turns wit | 


In barking, howles, and ſaarling now, en 


* 


The lowd;Complaints her wild Affliction fends.!:, FI 4 | 


As if amas d, the late calin Winds and Seca 
Start into Tempeſts at the Prodigy. 0 
By dang rous Storms now am [ rodely wt, + I 
Now wand'ring, long i in unknown, Regions loſt. 
But if the wiſe T ireftas. can as well {ON SY 
Our future Joys as Miſerjes foretel;, 15 RY r 


V4 
The prophecy'd Diſaſters, having l. r 0 
[ enter on wy Lind Fate, at 4 15 0 5 


Safe led 1 by h her, Joins more he lad. 
Pallas, whom now the firſt time, I Salute 
Since Inurrs F all, with Pleaſ ure hears my, Suit; 


What mighty I. IIls upon t the Greeks y were Fu 4 
I raſh” Oilides Tolls and ſingle baut! 
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Not ev'n Tydides did the Goddeſs pare, _ 
His Virtue too did our Afliction ſhare. mY pe 627 N 
None could his Favour or his Merit plead, . f 1 
But all were puniſh d for the impious Deed: 

Yet happy Meneluus no Charice could Gen upd 

His beauteous Wife was fila ener 50 

In vain the Winds, in vain the Billows rage, 

While ſhe i Is there his Paſſion.to aſſwage. 

Winds had no Pow' r his Kiſſes to reftrain, 180 

Nor his Embraces the tumultuous Main. | 

Thrice happy I, did! but travel [o, = : 4. 
For calm'd by thee all Seas wou'd gentle e ö. 

But fince Tele machus with theeT Hearn 
Is ſafe, extremly leſſen d is my Care. 2 0 bh is 
Whoſe too raſh Voyage yet I needs muſt Blame, 

Whatever Sparta cou d or Fylot Main þ 40) bel g. 
Too weak th' Excuſe ev n of his Piety, e _ 

For vent ring out in ſuch a dang! rous Sea. | 


28 "fry 


56 But now the Prophet bids me hope, in Tate 


— 


Is nods and now 1 thy Embraces wait, er FU 


8 71 
4 


"ULYSSES 7, PENELOPE. 2 FM 
Alone I-come-: 3 temper tliy riſing JV. | _ 15 . ; ©] 
For all Exceſſes equally deſtroy. 5 . 8 5 


Not open Force, but ingen and r, ag” 
The Gods foretel, will Victory impart. 1 
Amidſt a Feaſt, 5 in the heights of Wine, - 
Perhaps my juſt Revenge 3 may delgn, | . a va oi 
And make the ſcorn'd Ulyſes nobler ſhine. - 


Swift fly the Hours, and ſpeed. that happy b, I. | | 
And when arriv'd for Ages let it may: en a 
That Day! which ſhall reflore Joys ſo long fe, i 
An all thi enn Pleaſures of thy Bed. as 

: Eh is 
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DEMO PHOON to PHILLIs: 


C. + - Yi ARGUMENT. 


Phllic, the uwernof Thrace, impatient.of the 400 lang Abſpuce of ber lat 
je — rooms the Son of Theſcus King of Trend evo wo 
"4 ten him a very paſſionate Letter, intermixt with Hope, Fear, Love — De- 
> * Which Lecter receiving, be returns this infor. Where- 

her Kindneſs, he ſhews he loves her with an extream Paſſion; and 

— he has no. Thoughts of any ather Love: tells ber, that the difordert of his 
Family, requiring more time to re-fettle than he expeBied, are the true and 
2 cauſes of his ſtay. Heg blames her doubts, and her im atience ; hand- 


excuſeth himſei yo 5 0 invioinbleGonſtancy, and. 5 Affair. 
Ter d. he will — return. . 


ile this is from recover'd Athinit fent, 
Canl forget the Kid my Phithis Et? 
| No other Torch has Hymen held for me, | 
Ah! were J happy now, as when with thee ! 
. Theſeus (whoſe noble Blood your Mind did move 


Much leſs than your own free unbias'd Love) 8 2 
Hard Fate for us! driv'n from his Regal Throne, 
But Death has put the bold Uſurper down. = 
. heſeus, who did an equal Glory ſhare , | 
With great Alcides i in the Toils of War, 

| When the. brave Heroes, with united Strength, 


EP PV— III!!! 8 


5 


Broke the fierce Amazonian Troops at length. p 


_ $BIE'S<ro/PE N EEG . "Fe 
Theſtus, wha; when the eee NU 


Did of an Enemy a Father nin. Bao u no lift Z l 
656 QT * 

Withouts Crime, abandor' left by e. 
This, ee eee, = 
On this my Beother loudly-does enlarge ol vt oF | 

You preſs, he cries, for tlie fair Tbracian «umn 
And all your|Couraga often in her Arms. 62 25H 
Swiftly the while Occaſion flies aways hs: 2930 | 


Cou'd ſuch 2 FPriner, oo ſucfi a Parent 8 


And our Diſafiers grun by your Dela. fb Bie. 


Our Father's Fate, had you made haſte'on e W 
You had prevented, or with caſe reſtor d. WO "Ep 


Shou'd. Athins [&ts; to you than Thrace erer, 2 
Or why a Woman mere than both be dear? 

Thus rages Acamas. Old Ethranow : 
With equal Arge bands ber wrinkled Bro-, 
That her Sons Hands: cloſe Not: her hens: 


On my Delay with ſeable Wrath be flics. 51 . 5 
I filent ſtand, Khile we they ae {1 LIT] 


Nor rah Augen. a ty Abſence muſe. 
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On Board, and ſpread. thy , 
By what, hard 7 
To thy loſt Ou! 
Phillis you love, -her your Example mike; 


f nn 


— Moment till I hrar ein ſaꝶi „ ng 


While on thy Coaſt my ſhatter'd Navy lay] is 40 bic 
To Sea, to gea, the Weather now is kind; of | 
ode. 
Jemophoo art thou fo ook | 2 
ountrys and thy Father look. 


"IM Her Country he for Le will vt tte, 


Begs your Return, but with you will not ar; 


And does a barb rous Crown't to yours e 


Let in the midſt of all how oft I pray d, n 8 vi 
; By adverſe Winds to be ſtill longer fay d! | 


Oft when I parting .did embrace 'thy Neck, 
I bleſt the Storms that did our Parting _ 


Nor to my Father will I fear to own | 
| What eer. for my ſweet Phillis I have done; 8544517 


That I avow, or he that Story hears ee l 66! | 


'k owing to the Merits of my Fair. = 5 | 


III tell him freely that [ cout not lee WIE 


: 5 Thy dear Embraces; but my Soul'riiif grieve. 0 i 
= 
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DEMO PE ON 1011 1118 2 * 
Uh rocky Brealt om ſuch a Wife cod pant, 1o)1 


. But weeping; Eyes word peak his nking kante 5 

The Ships the might deny,  flie does Beſtoio, wot ot | 
And only bids they be 4 little lo W-. s {1 tha * 5 
Nor can he chuſe but pardon —— 11 12528 


_ Bright Ariadne's not ſo lol in him: A ono 


Up to the Stars when e er he caſts his 644 iT. 5 
; He ſces his ſhining” Miſtreſs in the Sicke: al 1 wy : : 
My Father's blam'd, as he his Wife forſook, rag JE 


Tho by a God the forcibly was took. + + bn wy 
Shall-my ill Fate too, -Phillis, be the fatne? 
Enquire the Cauſe,” nor me. unjuſtly blade ai 


Take this fure Pledge for Demophoon's Return, 0 _ 8 


His Heart for von, and only you, does burn | 


at 4 
* * 
3 


Ist poſlible you [gnorant ſhould be 


| Of the Diſaſters of my Family / | // hk _ 


I mourn a Parent 8 Fate, inbel d ! in Ses! 
And oh that nothing elle employ d my Cares! © 


My Soul laments: 4 noble Brother dead; e We | 


Torn wy his frighted Horſes 25 ben 85409001 3 Had ak Ag 


' MX 


it or . $61 DEM OPHOON e PRIKELS. 


= ———— ee 


i | Could me in my Return lo much anno 


N . ee | 


7 


ny have Held 


07360 1 


| Me from thy Ports,” Believe it Fortune's be. 
Þ That I Rill beg of thee a little Time. 
5 Declining Theſeys 1 muſt firſt inter: ; ts: 
ö 6 Honour will that to of 'ry Thing prefer, 
4 That done, for which wy Pe I torn 
I For leave, to Thrace I inſta iy retreat. 
6 Ia am not falſe,” but ſtill adore. thy Charms” 


Nor do I think Im lafe. but i in thy Arnis. 


Not War, nor Tempeſts, ſince the Fall of 1. 


To cauſe Delay: No, that was only fk. 
Effectod by the kind fair T hracian e $ 
' Caſt on thy Shores, thou freely didſt ſu r. 971.3 
FL To all my preſſing Wants a Remedy. da] 1 Þ 
| Be ſtill the fame: Then nothing ſhall remove 7 Fr 
The happy Demophoon from Phillis Loe. 
What if a ten Lears War ſhou'd now renend 
5 That eee ingage me to e 


2 


WEMOPHOON « PUILLIS, 5 
Penelope thy great Example be, | 
S8 fam'd for her Unſpatted Cuadig, 
Her curious artful Web, ill aneh. 
1 Did her hot Lovers cunningly elude. 
| The Woo advancd by Day, the dhe rein, 
And ravel to. its Primitive Wool again. 

But you with F ear, it ſeems are almoſt Dead, 
Leſt the ſcor'd Thacians ſhou'd deſpiſe your Beg, C 
| Ah, cruel! cou d you with another Wed? 

15 then your Love, is then your Faith ſo ihe? 
Nor can the Fear of broken Vows affright? | 1 
Think what yourShame,chink what yourGrief will bs. 1 1 
When my returning Sails from far you fee. | f 4 
Then all in vain repenting Tears will 8 
And own the Conftaney you queſtion now. 
| Demophoon comes] then in Amaze, . ey 5 
And to my Arms chrough Winter be ha tp 
Ah, why {o great 8 Guile did I conteadt! | 8 g 
And what Iban lun why 4 1 i a 


: - 
. ” a : 1 — ; 1 4 . 4.68 
» *® - 
. £ Lk * 
. 5 w 3.» " * 4 a - ; 
' a — | I » i 
; * * — 
enn 82 rr 
, A. & J . . : . h \ 
. 3 J 2 „ 0 A * "2. - 
l ad = i n Sag ng 
þ b : 
f 1 ö g | | : | * 
* "a , 1 1 
" : 0 * o * 
a o 


$ p16 DEMOPH OO N 6% PHI * LI S: 
I But E Heav'n avert: Nor Tet 1 it ere be ſaid, 
T That thy fair Virtue cou'd bedo miſled, | 
if ſuch a Fate ſhou' d on my Phillis light, ee 
The mighty Load wou d overwhelm me quite. 4 
5 But ah! what direful threatning Words are thoſe, |" 
With which your Letter you unkindly cloſe! 
| Abſtain, at leaſt *till greater Cauſe you ſee, 

6 7 charge my Houſe with double | Perfidy. 
Ist to deſert the Cretan were a Fault; 
2 Yet F've done nothing to be guilty thought. 5 
Farewel my Hope s beſt Ob jects Soul of. Love: : 


Al that obſtructs our Meeting, Heav'n remove. 


| May ev'ry.Joy Love can, or Fortune give, 

For ever with my Charming Phillis live. 1 0 

The Winds now bear my Words; my Perſon 4 Le. 

I hope mall ſafely to thy Arms convey: BY * 

| There to repeat another Nuptial Day. 

My Wiſhes are with thee; and that [ pauſe, 
My Duty, and my Honour are the Gy 2 8 


8 . 


* 


* * 
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Es r. "lin. 


PAR 1s to OENO NE. 


% 


The ARGUMENT. | Wh 
"Fi he N alen Nymph OEnone having writtesto Paris, 5 5 


to perſuade him to return again to her Embraces, 
and io ſend back the Fair Grecian to her Husband 


Paris, in his Epiſtle, endeavours to extenuate his 


Fault; laying the Blame ſometimes on Fate and For- 
tune, and ſometimes on the force of Love. With. 
'. gentle Words he tries to mitigate her Aflliction; 
and concludes adviſing her to exert her ut moſt Skill 
in Magick (for which ſhe was Famous) to procure ' © 

Quiet to her ſelf, by reviving his Paſſion 2 her, 
; he 20 Bfetins alen her wn. 8 8 

| Hile you of 1 juſtly, N 125 comphin : 

1 ſeek for plauſible Replies in vain. 5 


7 own my Fault, confeſs my broken Vows, > 3 l 


Yet my ney 
| May d this kn 


Love. no Penitence allows..; |. , wn 
3 Pepe thee Ree 155 al 1 
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I | 260 . ARIS 70  OENONE. 
4 Cupid 8 Slave his Order but obey,.. 1585 
Deſerting thee for charming g Helena. 5 | 


5 | Your Wit and Beauty, Nymph, you know did more 
u itt you With6s, and n) Blobm'of Love. 
x My glorious Birth then troubl'd not our Joy; 5 
Love and our F locks did allour Thoughts imploy. | 5 1 
| i | ] 


If talk of Greatneſs mingled with our Sport, 


3 - 1 ſwote OEnone might adotn a Court. my 
| Thus, tho! now chang'd, did then upon: thee Smile || 
| Le z whom to Reaſon, what can reconcile 1 
| When you from Pan and from the WO fled, | 


5 To take a Private Shepherd to your Bed, 
Wes it your Reaſon then you did purſue? - IM * 
5 955 Or kept you ought belides your Love i in wn 
My preſent Paſſion is from Fate; for ere . 
I did of Lolas beauteous Daughter hear, \ V 5 
Inſpir'd Caſſandra aid foretel the thing, 1 vm no 

| Paris ſhall Helena to Ian bring. oo en *: 

In er TY Circumſtaneæ 166 well you ſee” | 0 22115 $31 
Tu Event has jaſtify'd her Prophecy: 


is 
yp 
1 


1. x 


Except thoſe Wounds of mine, w ich yer ES 
To bring me to niy pitying Nyroplvagdin.” __ 2 ben 

Still I remember ſwect|QEnonesFeqr, Vol. N 19 0 
When firſt we dia che range Predidici hear. bir 
Melting in T ars h the, wil here retbere ＋ 
Her Paris from iche loſt QEnones Lovell.“ qa 5) 207. 
Muſt he ſuch Wars; Sliughiers) id Nhin bringt!? 
Be found a Prince thus re Hmolwe th King l N 
Love taught. me chreaten! e io 
And Love equipene foray Endirptiae, & lt ber nA 
To him imputeahe Crim 


| Againſt his ; 2] 


7 


Whoſe Power tha imwdrtal Gbdsithenifelves obey do 1 
When mighty Feyrithe Fire of Gupid bame E 
Into a IThouſand various Shapes he turns. 74 2897 i Ss OM 


Europa s Bull, and Danes goldeh, Suow'r, 


put each a Lorch Mirzir in his Twin 10 g 1 5 1 


Not charming Helen (Cauſe of lll my Care) di 75 i 
Mad been ſo wondiraus, ee igvil nad T 
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P A RF "4 OEN ONE: — 
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ame, and ime Wees f 1 - 
The God, not Paris, du tle;Nymph. deceive md - © 
ine whit can MomalSifayg >: 7: R 
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6 262 PARIS ON NE. 4 
| Hades great Fat ie Silver Plames\put ori mori |. 
And cheated Leda with 4 being Swan. 1 galt . 

. 5 Oer Pin Tas, Sent an Kale fie, ff m_ 91 1 14117 
wWirn hislovid-@abintde ro diſtant Skies, Au 10 i\ 
The waliant Eye tules, daFittce-and Bae wail We 

For Onpbale, d tweak Diſtaff-biolds1'! ins + 

Clathlikeia Nd he Erben ee dsp of flu 

f | And Cohguiting lie put on Thea ans Skin ande 
4 Your Ef Apolioprotit l lone decline, 19 205 200. 1 

8 And ſhun a Gone kabracesto bewiber, 90 70. bat. 

= ö Not chat e Shepherd rith,a:Gol ain ue rid o! 

I "Buri a 0 ple gr Gifs Beitr. 20f1 hor 90 

by my news raſkan Gill chy Kinddiſpleaſeyid i . 
Ver thibarkftmihinks inighvgiie thee Eifel, 

| That nothing inp 3 

| . But the bright Daukhver of the nv fil put l 05. 

| 

| 

| 


5 Tho- yet her hönftell Birth and mighty, Race ve” 
Enſlame me leſs chun her enchnting Fades don ., 
1 wiſh a I hat wnckilld in Bedey benz latte 10% 

BY Then Rival GoldeliesT had nov 0 050 b be 


| PARKS/to-OENONE. * 263 
Not been-obnoxioius to great Janos Hates | = © 2 Wi 
15 Nor wiſe Minervatthen ſloud i ü 18 t 4 147 05 — 
The fatal Apple 1 to: Venus gave, Lok D G 5 271 "oj 
Binds me for ever Citheres s Slave. 3 A % ir 
| She her Sons Darts will diſtribute around, e T 
And(give him Ordets when and. where to wounds 8 
Let! is her ſelf oft wounded by his, Dart, 4 50 
The wanton Boy ſpares not his Mothers Heart 710 17 : 1 
Mars to her Bed ſoioften did reſort; 8 = 
| All Heaw NN at laſt was Witneſs to- their Sport. 


iT, 


Then to attract Anchiſos to her Arms. Sr. - J 
Appears a-Martal with Celeſtial — 10100 


* a 2 * / : 
„er i 
vs ih - n 1 : 


What wonder Love ſhow'd- have een me, to 1 | 


When bis owri Mother Venus is not free! 757858 3 
| Wrongid Menehous, cho hated, Loves? ry 301 iT 


On whom the dotes, from the Fair Princeſs wy _ | ; S: 


I ſee the gath'ring Clouds from Sparta-riſe, 
And threat'ning Tempeſts thicken i in the See * 5 


The angry Greeks with „ume mach ws » 93 1 . -Y 
Aut for * 11 
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. PARIS „ OENONE: | 
. Let em come ohe and Fight os if they are; 
| To keep this Ben ty we aetept their War. wo > 
ler Face, OEnone, 'sfo Dine a Thing: 


Fa 
. 
4 


True Grecian Princes, hafting all to Am 
Excugh ev ince, (if you till doubt ber Charms) 0 


But her for whom they Fleet and Armies * 

| With greater Force the Trojans will defend. 

If: any Hope, O Eine, you retain, 091 05 ba oF | 
Ot exer freeing me from Hens Chain, 
Quick to thoſe pow ful Herbs and Arts 8 
By which thou rul in Heav'n, in 3 OT. 
Not Phahur ſelf is learnederthan tee , 
Scarce are the Gods frem thy ſtrong TY 
Thou, by the mighty Working of chin Art, 

| From their pale Ords the trembling, Stars rant pat 
| Call down che Modn, the Sun's fwift Morion! _ 
FProtract the Darkneſs, and urreſt the Day. 


Fierce Lyons, nuade b. 7 r arb A 


Ti is worth the Cares and Dangers of 2 . iti. 


5 As Bulls I fed, among che Teri chere came 6 d. 1 3 


FE? Fai . Fr CO, 
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| Your Father Cebtes 
Nor flight thy Ch 


* . 1 
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Now, w iſeſt Nym 


nch thy own Fits, ot ö intame m n... 
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© PARIS 19 OENONE. 


Forbore to flow, when your Command you gave.. 


1 4 
by . o 
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Wards wo fubmlth 
ſince all acknowledge it, on Il 
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d Aptos Pham ths Sit (Ex ay es 


Oe 5 0 to Demop oon. 58 1 


1 eftra Ro Le. Oe Wes wand 
. Ariadne to Theſeug. e 34 
6. Hermione to Oreffer. Mr. Pa ener. . 
8 Herd 10 1 2 Ar. Fate... 8 ; 3 : 
9. Laodamia to Proteſilaus. Mr. Human 
10 O none to Paris. Mr. C 


112. Paris to Helen. Mr. - gs er 
3 3. Helen to Paris. Lord Mulgrave and Ay 
+1 -300:4..5 Wop Brumm. 
3 Penelope to Ges. Mr. Rymer.. 4 
3 15. Hypfipyte to Jaſon. Mr. Settle. | 
16. Medea to Faſon.: Mr. Tarte. 
5 <a to Hippolytus.. Mr. Orway. 
3 ido to e Aeneas. © Mr. Dryden. SPE, 
19. The ſame by another. Hand. 
20. Briſeis to 9 Mr. C aryl... 
| 21. Deianira to, Hercules. 
22. Acontiut to Cidippe. Mr. Duke. 
Cyaippe to Acontius. * La, 
es t0-Penelope.. 
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